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“Will  you  please  hand  to  Mr.  Sprague, 
One  Dollar  and  a  half,  the  yeaidj’"  assessment 
for  necessary  expenses. 


Boston,  Jan.  1.  1860. 
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*  Prof.  J.  C.  D.  Parker. 


Some  fifty-seven  years  ago  there  came  into 
being  a  Boston  boy  who,  in  a  quiet  way,  was 
destined  to  exercise  a  strongly  beneficial 
influence  over  musical  art  in  bis  native  citv, 
the  more  so  because  of  bis  great  fire  of  1872,  and  in 
unique  personal  and  ances-  the  present  majestic  temple 
tral  connection  with  an  on  Copley  Square. .  But 
honored  religious  society,  this  does  not  end  bis  asso- 
Somewbere  about  the  mid-  ciations  with  Trinity.  His 
die  of  the  last  century  father,  Samuel  H.  Parker, 
James  Cutler  was  the  who  was  connected  with 
organist  of  Trinity  Church,  the  music-publishing  busi- 
James  Cutler  Dunn  Parker,  ness,  and  lent  his  name, 
whose  picture  we  publish  advice  and  aid  to  Oliver 
in  this  number  of  The  Ditson  in  the  earliest  period 
American  Art  Journal,  of  that  gentleman’s  wide 
is  Mr.  Cutler’s  great-grand-  career,  was  a  warden  of 
son  on  the  maternal  side,  Trinity.  The  grandfather, 
and  perpetuates  the  name  Hr.  Samuel  Parker,  besides 
of  his  musical  ancestor  in  becoming  Episcopal  Bishop 
his  own.  of  the  Diocese  of  Massa- 

Professor  Parker  has  now  chusetts  in  1804,  was  the 
attained  the  freedom  '  of  Rector  of  Trinity.  In  every 
Trinity  parish,  having  been  way,  therefore,  Professor 
the  organist  for  one-and-  Parker  is  entwined  with  the 
twenty  years,  both  in  the  parish  in  which  he  was 
old  stone  church  on  Sum-  reared.  He  first  saw  the 
mer  St.,  destroyed  by  the  light  June  2,  1828,  in 

.Hayward  Place — a  court 
opening  from  Washington  St.,  not  far 
from  the  present 'site  of  the  Globe  Theatre, 
and  then  occupied  by  nice  family  resi¬ 
dences.  The  house  is  now  a  restaurant,  and 
the  other  day  the  Professor  took  his  lunch  in 
the  very  room  in  which  he  was  born.  After 
leaving  the  grammar-school,  he  attended  the 
Latin  School  on  School  St.,  and  belonged  to 
the  last  class  that  graduated  in  the  old  build¬ 
ing  that  had  so  long  perpetuated  the  name  of 
the  thoroughfare  upon  which  it  stood,  on 
grounds  now  occupied  by  the  yard  in  front 
of  the  Citv  Hall,  graced  with  the  statue  of 
Ben  Franklin.  Young  Parker  was  now  ready 
for  college,  but,  being  rather  young  for  col¬ 
legiate  life,  he  re-entered  for  a  season  the  Latin 
School,  in  its  new  quarters  on  Bedford  St., 
very  near  his  home.  Entering  Harvard  in 
1844,  he  graduated  in  1848,  at  the  age  of 
twenty ;  and  entered  forthwith  upon  the 


study  oflaw.  In  due  time  he  was  ready  for 
admission  to  the  bar  ;  but  his  boyish  love  of 
music  had  grown  stronger  and  stronger. 

Even  during  student  days  he  was  the  organist 
at  the  Universalist  Church  of  Rev.  Otis  A. 
Skinner,  on  Warren  St.,  towards  the  South 

End  of  Boston  proper.  jaw  studies  were  over,  but 
There  he  was  outside  of  ]VTr.  Parker  soon  after  de- 
his  accustomed  social  and  cided  upon  making  music 
religious  surroundings,  but  a  profession— a  defermina- 
found  himself  in  a  more  tion  in  those  days  demand- 
familiar  and  congenial  at-  jng  some  courage.  He 
mosphere  in  a  term  of  ser-  straightway  went  to  Ger- 
vice  in  St.  Paul’s  Episcopal  many  for  three  years’  study 
Church.  Warren  has  taken  jn  Leipsic.  After  enjoying 


unto  itself  a  new  syllable, 
since  the  annexation  of 
Roxbury  gave  Boston  an¬ 
other  and  more  important 
Warren  St.  in  the  High¬ 
lands,  and  is  now  called 
Warrenton,  and  the  Uni 


the  instructions  of  such 
men  as  Hauptmann,  Mo- 
scheles,  Richter,  Rietz,  he 
spent  six  months  in  a  tour 
over  Europe,  and  returned 
to  his  boyhood’s  home  in 
1854.  In  September  he  be- 


versalist  Meeting-house  gan  teaching,  a  profession 
there  was  long  ago  deserted  he  has  followed  uninter- 
for  grander  quarters;  but  ruptedly  from  that  day  to 
the  Grecian  Colonnade  of  this,  over  thirty  years. 
St.  Paul’s  fa$ade  still  fronts  Through  half  of  this  time 
the  Common  in  gloomy  his  instructions  were  on  a 


hospitality. 


personal  basis,  though  in 


It  was  in  1851  that  his  1861  he  formed  the  Parker 

Club  for  artistic  training. 
In  1870,  soon  after  the  New  England  Con¬ 
servatory  started  in  a  modest  way,  Mr.  Par¬ 
ker  became  connected  with  it,  and  still  holds 
his  position,  though  he  also  instructs  a  few 
private  pupils  outside  of  its  classes.  Among 
somewhat  *  noted  organists  to  be  counted 
among  his  disciples  are  H.  M.  Dunham,  A, 

D.  Turner,  John  A.  Preston,  F.  H.  Lewis, 
some  of  whom  have  become  Conservatory 
teachers  in  their  turn.  In  1877  he  produced 
his  Redemption  Hymn.  Besides  writing  a 
Manual  of  Harmony,  he  made*  a  translation 
of  Richter’s  work  on  the  Principles  of  Har¬ 


mony. 

It  goes  without  saying  that  his  fingers 
were  not  meanwhile  silent.  For  eight  years 
Mr.  Parker  was  the  organist  at  what  was  then 
the  new  Church  of  the  Messiah,  on  Florence 
St.,  when  Dr.  George  M.  Randall  was  the 
Rector,  who  afterward  died  as  a  Missionary 
Bishop  in  the  far  W est.  For  eighteen  months 
he  played  in  the  handsome,  new-built  Uni¬ 
tarian  Church  on  Arlington  St.,  where  it  still 
stands  as  sentinel  over  the  Public  Garden 
beyond  the  Common.  Dr.  Ezra  Stiles  Gan- 


f 


i 


nett,  the  colleague  and  successor  of  the  great 
Channing,  was  then  the  Minister,  in  his  very 
prime;  for  this  was  long  before  he  perished, 
as  by  lightning,  in  the  famous  Revere  rail¬ 
way  accident.  At  this  date  it  was  that  Mr. 
Parker  drifted  back  to  the  church  where  he 
had  been  baptized,  the  church  dear  to  him 
by  historic  and  domestic  ties. 


Balch,  printer,  34  School  St.,  Boston. 
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1.  Cf} t  jFltgfjt  into  3£gopt,  (A  Bible  Legend.)  Music  by  Berlioz. 
Overture. 

Chorus  of  Shepherds  at  the  departure  of  the  Holy  Family. 


Now  thou  leav’st  the  lowly  manger, 

To  distant  lands  thy  way  doth  tend  : 
May  thy  parents’  love  from  danger 
Thy  young  and  tender  life  defend  ! 
Prosper,  be  to  ill  a  stranger, 

And  hereafter  Thine  own  befriend ! 

Shouldst  thou  meet  with  fears  appalling 
Where  thou  art  going  to  sojourn, 

Fly  the  danger  there  befalling, 


And  to  thy  lov’d  home  0  return  ! 

For  the  shepherd’s  humble  calling 
Love  within  thy  soul  ever  burn. 

Child,  may  Ileav’n  protect  thee  ever, 
And  bless  thee  too,  thou  happy  pair  ; 
And  the  sword  shall  harm  ye  never 
'the  tyrant’s  cruel  hand  doth  bear. 
Should  ill  threaten,  then  to  deliver 
God  shall  send  an  angel  fair. 


Tenor  Solo :  Repose  of  the  Holy  Family. 


As  now  the  pilgrims  on  their  way 
Came  unto  a  spot  their  stay  inviting, 
With  shady  trees  to  tempt  delay, 

And  cooling  springs  the  sense  delighting. 
Then  spake  Joseph,  by  toil  oppiest: 

‘  By  this  bubbling  spring  as  crystal  shining, 
Our  weary  limbs  reclining, — 

Here  let  us  rest !  ’ 

The  infant  Jesus  slept ; — 

Thus  spake  the  holy  mother, 

As  she  her  beast  with  hr  idle  check’d  : 

‘  0  see  this  desert  wild 


IIow  the  Lord  hath  deign’d  to  cover 
With  green  verdure  for  my  child, 

And  the  wilderness  hath  deck’d !  ’ 

So  a  resting-place  they  found  them. 

With  shady  palm-trees  all  around  them — 
Ass  feeding  here. 

Child  sleeping  th^-re, 

Thus  they  sweetly  reposed  all  unharm’d — 
unmolested ; 

Breams  gently  did  lull  them  to  sleep  ; 

And  the  angels  ot  Ileav’n  holy  vigils  did  keep, 
AVorshipping  the  child  as  he  rested. 


Chorus  of  Angels:  Hallelujah  ! 


2.  iSong  anti  (Events  from  “Elijah,” . Mendelssohn. 

3.  jFour#att  &on gs: 


(  Good  night, — . Schumann. 

(Love  in  Spring-time, . Hauptmann. 


\ ,  Contain  :  A  Cantata  for  Solos  and  Chorus, . Gade. 


CO 

Subject  from  OSSIAN.  Music  by  GADE. 

Comala,  the  daughter  of  Sarno,  king  of  Innistorc,  so  says  tradition,  entertained  a 
violent  passion  for  Fingal,  king  of  Morven.  Fingal  returned  her  love  ;  and  Comala,  clad 
as  a  warrior,  followed  him  in  an  expedition  against  Caracul,  king  of  Lochlin.  On  the  day 
of  the  battle,  on  the  shores  of  the  Carun,  FiDgal  leaves  her  on  a  height  whence  she  can 
overlook  the  fight,  and  promises  if  victorious  to  return  at  evening.  Comala,  full  of  anxious 
forebodings,  awaits  Fingal’s  return.  Amid  the  howling  of  the  storm,  the  spirits  of  the 
fathers  appear  to  her,  as  they  move  toward  the  battle-field  to  conduct  to  their  home  the 
souls  of  the  fallen;  she  imagines  the  battle  lost,  and  Fingal  slain.  Overcome  with  grief, 
Comala  dies. — Fingal  returns  victorious,  with  songs  of  triumph,  and  learns  from  her  weep¬ 
ing  maidens  the  death  of  his  beloved  ;  lamenting,  he  bids  the  Bards  praise  her  in  song, 
and  with  her  attendants  to  waft  her  departing  soul  with  hymns  to  the  abodes  of  the 
fathers. 


INTRODUCTION. 

Chorus  of  Bards  and  Warriors. 

On  !  on  !  the  standard  upraise, 

Fingal  to  victory  leads, 

Follow  the  brave  king  of  Morven. 

Fall  upon  Caracul’s  armies 
Like  spirits  of  upper  air, 

Follow  the  king  of  the  Lances, 

Challenge  the  foemen  to  the  fight, 

Death  must  ye  fear  not,  fear  only  flight. 
Hear  the  voices  of  the  fathers  ! 

Loud  peals  the  horn — on  to  the  fight ! 

Ere  morning  dawns  shall  Caracul  fall 
Before  the  brave  king  of  Morven. 

Fingal. — Yet  to-day  will  I  destroy  this 
proud  king’s  might ;  this  day  his  blood  shall 
mingle  with  Carun’s  limpid  waters  ;  the  hills 
the  dreadful  shout  reecho,  when  he  and  all 
his  host  in  battle  perish.  As  leaf  by  the 
wind,  before  mine  arm  the  foe  shall  scatter. 

'  Comala  !  ere  yet  the  night  is  ended,  I  will 
return  to  thee.  Farewell,  thou  beloved !  fear 
thee  not,  for  I  am  in  league  with  Victory 
,  and  v.  ith  Love.  Ere  yet  the  morning  dawns 
shall  Caracul  fall,  and  I  return  to  thee. 

Comala. — Farewell,  thou  light  of  my  soul ! 
there  is  no  ray  my  path  to  illumine:  all 
around  me  is  veiled  in  night.  0  Fingal, 
may  the  fathers  protect  thee ;  and  fall’st 
thou,  then  here  upon  this  mountain  I  die. 
i  Farewell ! 

Chorus  of  Warriors. 

On  !  on !  the  standard  upraise, 

Fingal  to  victory  leads, 

Follow  the  brave  king  of  Morven. 
Challenge  the  foemen,  &c.  &c. 

Comala. — My  hopes,  my  fond  dreams  are 
all  departed,  and  nought  but  peril  remains. 
0,  dreadful  is  the  stillness  ;  nothing  1  hear, 
nought  but  the  distant  stream  that  yonder 
murmurs  ;  nothing  I  see,  save  dark  and 
frowning  clouds  that  lower  in  the  heavens. 
My  hopes,  my  fond  dreams  are  all  departed. 

Dersagrena ,  Melicoma  and  Chorus  of  Vir¬ 
gins. — Sorrow  not,  why  art  thou  weeping  ? 
Fingal  yet  lives,  the  brave.  0  why  dost 
thou  tremble  for  him,  who  no  fear  doth 
know  ?  0  sorrow  not ! 


Comala. — My  hopes,  my  fond  dreams  are 
all  departed ! 

Dersagrena— See!  yonder  sits  Comala,  and 
gazes  into  the  vale  where  they  were  march¬ 
ing  ;  sorrow  and  doubt  her  eye  doth  sadden. 
Come,  Melicoma,  and  stride  with  your  song 
to  cheer  her  spirit. 

Melicoma. — So  let  us  then  sing  her  a  song 
of  Fingal’s  exploits,  till  echo  come  from  the 
hills  of  Morven. 

Ballad  .— Dersagrena. 

From  Lochlin  came  to  battle 
Suaran  the  haughty  knight ; 

Over  the  rolling  billow 
On  Morven’s  plain  to  fight. 

For  Fingal’s  life-blood  thirsting, 

He  vowed  revenge  to  take, 

And  came  for  land  and  sceptre 
With  him  the  lance  to  break. 

Melicoma  and  Chorus  of  Virgins. 

0  hear’st  thou,  Comala,  what  Fingal  hath 
done, 

Whom  foe  ne’er  yet  hath  vanquished. 

Dersagrena. 

The  storm  raged  over  the  mountain, 

The  storm  raged  over  the  plain, 

Suaran,  in  jewelled  armor, 

Sought  the  brave  king  of  Morven. 

High  on  the  mountain,  all  armed, 

Stood  Fingal,  a  flash  in  the  night ; 

Came  king  Suaran  to  meet  him, 

All  ready  was  he  to  fight. 

Chorus.— 0  hear’st  thou,  Comala,  &c. 
Dersagrena. 

As  sinks  the  moon  in  the  waters, 

So  sank  bereft  of  life 

The  king,  his  blood  fast  flowing, 

And  bitterly  rued  the  strife. 

They  fled  like  deer  o’er  the  meadow, 
Pursued  by  the  huntsman  bold  ; 

For  there  in  his  jewelled  armor 
Lay  he  all  dead  and  cold. 

Chorus. — 0  hear’st  thou,  Comala,  &c. 

Comala.  —  Still,  all  now  is  hush’d,  no 
sound  is  heard,  save  the  roar  of  the  stream  ; 
darkness  veils  the  mountain  heights.  See 
there,  Melicoma,  what  is’t  near  yonder  wood, 
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that  so  quickly  moves?  Oh  !  woe  is  me  !  Is 
it  not  ODe  of  Fiugal’s  warriors? 

Melicoma.—O  banish  thine  anxious  vision. 
’Tis  a  deer  thou  seest,  swift  darting  through 
the  vale. 

Comala. — See  ye  the  pale  moving  shadows 
giant-like?  See  how  they’re  hovering  o'er 
us.  The  lightning  did  reveal  their  awful 
forms  approaching. 

Dersagrena. — 0  Comala,  what  thou  seest 
are  no  spirit  forms,  but  rocky  cliffs  illumined 
by  the  lightning’s  flash. 

Comala. — Where  art  thou.  Fingal  ?  All 
around  me  night  draweth  on.  Hear  ye  not 
wild  distant  tumult,  the  cry  of  woe,  the 
clash  of  armor  ?  They  fly  now,  they  come 
in  their  hurried,  flight. 

Dersagrena  Melicoma. — It  is  the  storm 
amid  the  tree-tops  howling,  and  from  the 
distant  hills  the  echoes  answer. 

Comala. — Say  why,  0  stream,  is  thy  wave 
/'crimson’d  in  blood?  Lone  are  thy  shores 
now  and  orsaken ;  slumbers  Fingal  the 
brave  ?  0  daughter  of  night,  look  down 

l  from  thy  throne  in  the  sky,  that  I  may  see 
\by  thy  bright  ray  the  glitter  of  his  corslet. 
Or  else,  shalt  thou,  0  death,  be  welcome. 
Thou  light  of  the  fathers,  come  and  show  me 
\the  hero  in  death  reposing. 

Chorus  of  Virgins — Madly  rages  the  storm 
-come,  let  us  fly,  ere  death  o’ertake  us  in 
the  lightning’s  flash.  See  how  the  pale  sha¬ 
dows  of  the  slain  are  gliding  by  ;  woe  to  us, 
when  the  conquering  foe  shall  approach. 

Chorus  of  Spirits. 

We  wander  in  the  storm  o’er  plain, 

Thro’  cloud  and  mist  our  pathway  leads  us  ; 
We  guide  them  to  the  fathers’  home, 

The  heroes  in  the  battle  fallen. 

Where  the  battle  joined 
In  valley,  on  height 
There  rest  we  and  call  them, 

There  summon,  and  welcome 
Each  one  that  falls. 

Comala. 

/Ye  spirits  of  the  fathers, 

Tell  me  each  one  that  falls, 

But  Fingal  not 

What  whisper  they?  what  say  they? 

)0h  woe-!  he  hath  fallen,  he  i*  no  more. 

,  0  why,  ye  spirits,  appear  ye  to  me  ? 

Chorus  of  Spirits. 

The  battle’s  rage  is  past  and  o’er, 

In  combat  fell  the  warrior  prince, 

\And  now  his  shade  is  homeward  fleeing. 

Comala. 

0  would  I  were  sitting  by  Oarun’s  waters, 
0  that  I  my  tears  with  its  wave  might  min¬ 
gle  5 

Full  of  sorrow,  in  youth  now  I  follow 
Thee  to  the  grave  where  thou  sleepeSt. 
Shade  of  Fingal,  that  dwell’st  in  the  clouds, 
Hover  o’er  me!  0  come ! 

Comala  follows  tnee ! 

Chorus  of  Warriors. 

Escaped  is  the  foe’s  wild  tumult, 

His  steed  treads  no  more  on  the  mountain, 
Before  Fingal’s  arm  they  have  fled. 

As  thunder  doth  roll  in  the  heavens, 
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As  o’er  the  plain  howls  the  tempest, 

So  raged  in  his  fury  Morven. 

From  the  hills  comes  the  glad  shout  of  vic¬ 
tory  ! 

And  armor  ’gainst  armor  is  clashing, 

All  stained  in  Caracul’s  blood. 

Chorus  of  Virgins. 

0  cease  your  song  of  triumph  now, 

Ye  kniglrs  of  Fingal,  still,  0  still ! 

The  foe  hath  fled  before  your  arm, — 

But  mourn  for  us  and  you  ! 

Fingal. 

Why  doth  your  song  thus  lament  ? 

The  foe  hath  fled  before  mine  arm  ! 

The  battle  sing  by  Caruu’s  flood, 

Till  echo  reach  yoa  mountain  height 
Where  Comala  waits  for  me. 

Chorus. 

0  cease  thy  song  of  triumph  now, 

For  ne’er  shalt.  thou  see  Comala  ! 

In  grief  for  thee  her  spirit  fled, 

0  mourn  for  us  and  you  ! 

Fingal. 

0  Comala ! 

The  foe  hath  fled  before  mine  arm, 

The  storm  is  o’er,  the  sun  breaks  forth  ; 
But  thou,  light  of  my  soul, 

0  Comala,  art  lying  dead  and  cold 
In  the  grave. 

Let  me  see  now  my  beloved, 

Show  me  where  the  fair  one  sleeps  ; 

Pale  and  lifeless  is  she  now 
Whom  I  so  dearly  loved. 

Chorus. — 0  mourn  ! 

Fingal. 

0  would  thou  mightst  live  as  once  thou 
didst  live, 

Would  I  might  hear  the  gentle  tones 
Of  thy  voice,  0  Comala! 

Chorus. — 0  mourn  !  mourn  Comala  ! 
Fingal. 

O’er  the  mountain  must  I  wander, 
Forsaken  day  and  night  1 
No  more  thro’  the  forest  shalt  thou  walk, 
No  more  by  the  mountain  stream. 

Chorus. — 0  mourn  ! 

Fingal. — 0  would  thou  mightst  live,  &c. 
Chorus. — 0  mourn,  mourn  Comala! 
Fingal. 

Srrike  now  your  harp  strings,  and  raise 
your  song, 

Sing,  ye  maids  of  Morven,  sing,  ye  bards, 
Comala’s  praise  ;  waf  t  her  with  song 
Above  to  the  fathers’  dwelling. 

Chorus  of  Bards  and  Virgins. 

From  their  cloud-home  above, 

Spirirs  ancestral  are  watching, 

And  lightnings  arouud  her  are  flashing. 
When  resounds  o’er  the  meadow  her  call  ? 
When  comes  she  for  the  chase  from  the 
mountain  ? 

Moonbeams  are  bearing  aloft 
The  soul  of  the  maiden  ; 

Send  us  thine  image  in  visions  bright, 

And  lighten  our  sorr  >w  ; 

Comfort  our  sorrowing  hearts. 

Borne  on  the  moonbeams  now  arises 
The  soul  of  the  maiden  departing  ; 

The  shades  of  the  fathers  are  calling. 


■  A4A 


J 


$)L) 


Uc.  V 


\i\\jeai>AAA«)  01 


?• 


iri ! 


j^OMA) 


x^vubAecV)  Avb  (s)!wl/eAAiY\x|  W  Q^UxAnyx^ 
Aa\|)  ^im/vwx^  ^  AMimLwO  2^)1^  I. 

!)  ILw. 


CA/YV\^VAAIV\/l|) 

roa 

XAA\  OtvAMYV  — 


LaoA) 


•Uxiwa) 


ox:  a,' 


Q^O.  AU>NY\IYYWJYV«*)  o\j  &  jOucLqA)  .  i'XA^X'Ah  A?la\.. 


mic)  Uaojuy 


Lojuv  AaK  ob  liu)  AooA)  . 


I 


^  ■y-T-T  ^  ▼■r^r  ^  ^ 


/j 


IP  IE  dD  ®  IE 


o 


1.  C floral,  (Prayer  for  Peace,) . Bach. 

2.  j$tUctfou  from  If )z  ©ratorio  of  “  BItjat/' . Mendelssohn. 


Obadiah  — Man  of  God.  now  let  my  words  be  precious  in  thy  sight.  Thus  saith  Jezebel : 
“  Elijah  is  worthy  to  die.”  So  the  mighty  gather  against  thee,  and  they  hare  prepared  a 
net  for  thy  steps  ;  that  they  may  seize  thee,  that  they  may  slay  thee.  Arise  then,  and 
hasten  for  thy  life  :  to  the  wilderness  journey.  The  Lord  thy  God  doth  go  with  thee  :  He 
will  not  fail  thee,  He  will  not  forsake  thee.  Now  begone,  and  bless  me  also. 

Elijah. — Though  stricken,  they  have  not  grieved!  Tarry  here,  my  servant :  the 'Lord 
be  with  thee.  I  journey  hence  to  the  wilderness. 

It  is  enough,  0  Lord  ;  now  take  away  my  life,  for  I  am  not  better  than  my  fathers  !  I 
desire  to  live  no  longer  ;  now  let  me  die,  for  my  days  are  but  vanity  ! 

I  have  been  very  jealous  for  the  Lord  God  of  Hosts  ;  for  the  children  of  Israel  have 
broken  Thy  covenant,  thrown  down  Thine  altars,  and  slain  Thy  prophets  with  the  sword  : 
and  I,  even  I  only  am  left :  and  they  seek  my  life  to  take  it  away. 

Tenor  Solo. — See  now  he  sleepeth  beneath  a  juniper  tree  in  the  wilderness  :  and  there 
the  angels  of  the  Lord  encamp  round  about  all  them  that  fear  Him. 

Angel  Trio. — Lift  thine  eyes  to  the  mountains,  whence  cometh  help.  Thy  help  cometh 
from  the  Lord,  the  Maker  of  heaven  and  earth.  He  hath  said,  thy  foot  shall  not  be  movdd  ; 
thy  Keeper  will  never  slumber 

Angel  Chorus.— He,  watching  over  Israel,  slumbers  not,  nor  sleeps.  Shouldst  thou, 
walking  in  grief,  languish  ;  He  will  quicken  thee. 

An  Angel. — Arise,  Elijah,  for  thou  hast  a  long  journey  before  thee.  Forty  days  and 
forty  nights  shalt  thou  go  ;  to  Horeb,  the  mount  of  God. 

Elijah. — 0  Lord,  I  have  labored  in  vain  ;  yea  I  have  spent  my  strength  for  naught ! 

0  that  thou  wouldst  rend  the  heavens,  that  Thou  wouldst  come  down  ;  that  the  moun¬ 
tains  would  flow  down  at  Thy  presence,  to  make  Thy  name  known  to  Thine  adversaries, 
through  the  wonders  of  Thy  works ! 

0  Lord,  why  hast  Thou  made  them  err  from  Thy  ways,  and  hardened  their  hearts  that 
they  do  not  fear  Thee  ?  0  that  I  now  might  die ! 

Alto  Solo. — 0  rest  in  the  Lord ;  wait  patiently  for  Him  :  and  He  shall  give  thee  thy 
heart’s  desires  Commit  thy  way  unto  Him,  and  trust  in  ilim,  and  fret  not  thyself  be¬ 
cause  of  evil  doers. 

Chorus. — He  that  shall  endure  to  the  end,  shall  be  saved. 

Elijah. — Night  falleth  round  me,  0  Lord !  Be  Thou  not  far  from  me :  hide  not  Thy 
fptce,  0  Lord^from  me  ;  my  soul  is  thirsting  for  Thee,  as  a  thirsty  land. 

An  Angel. — Arise  now !  get  thee  without,  stand  on  the  mount  before  the  Lord;  for 
there  His  glory  will  appear  and  shine  on  thee!  Thy  face  must  be  veiled,  for  He  draweth 
near. 

Chorus. — Behold!  God  the  Lord  passed  by !  And  a  mighty  wind  rent  the  mountains 
around,  brake  in  pieces  the  rocks,  brake  them  before  the  Lord  :  but  yet  the  Lord  was  not 
in  the  tempest. 

Behold  God  the  Lord  passed  by  !  And  the  sea  was  upheaved,  and  the  earth  was  shaken  : 
but  yet  the  Lord  was  not  in  the  earthquake. 

And  after  the  earthquake  there  came  a  fire :  but  yet  the  Lord  was  not  in  the  fire. 

And  after  the  fire  there  came  a  still  small  voice :  and  in  that  still  voice,  onward  came 
the  Lord. 
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. Boie. 

Schumann. 


4-.  $ntor  Erta,  (from  the  Oratorio  of  St.  Paul,) 


Mendelssohn. 


“  Be  thou  faithful  unto  death,”  & c. 


J.  C.  D.  Parker. 
. Hauptmann. 


6.  ^orts-'isKOitii  psalm,  for  Solos  and  Chorus, - Mendelssohn. 

Chorus. — As  the  hart  pants  after  the  water-brooks,  so  panteth  my  soul  for  Thee,  0  God  ! 

Soprano  Solo  — For  my  soul  thirsteth  for  God,  yea,  for  the  living  God.  When  shall  I 
come  to  appear  before  the  presence  of  God  ? 

My  tears  have  been  my  meat  day  and  night,  while  they  daily  say  unto  me  :  Where  is 
now  thy  God  ?  Now  when  I  think  thereupon,  I  pour  out  my  heart  by  myself. 

Solo  and  Chorus. — For  I  had  gone  forth  most  gladly  with  the  people,  and  to  lead  them 
forth  to  Jehovah’s  Temple,  in  the  voice  of  praise  and  gladness,  like  as  a  people  keeping 
holiday. 

Chorus. — Why,  my  soul,  art  thou  so  vexed,  and  why  art  thou  cast  down  in  me?  Trust 
thou  in  God !  For  I  yet  will  give  Him  great  thanks  for  the  help  of  His  good  countenance. 

Soprano  Solo. — My  God,  within  me  is  my  soul  cast  down ;  therefore  will  I  remember 
Thee  !  At  the  mighty  noise  of  the  waters,  deep  calleth  unto  deep  at  the  noise  of  the 
water-spouts ;  all  Thy  waves  and  all  Thy  billows  are  gone  over  me.  My  God,  within  me 
is  my  soul  cast  down. 

Quintett. — The  Lord  hath  commanded  his  kindness  in  the  day-time,  in  the  night  did  I 
sing  of  Him  and  made  my  prayer  to  God,  the  God  of  my  life. 

My  God,  within  me  is  my  soul  cast  down,  why  hast  Thou  Thy  servant  forgotten  ?  Why 
go  I  on  thus  heavily  while  my  foe  prevails  ? 

Chorus. — Why  my  soul  art  thou  so  vexed,  and  why  art  thou  cast  down  in  me  ?  Trust 
thou  in  God  !  For  I  yet  will  give  Him^grepi  thanks  for  the  help  of  his  good  countenance. 


Praised  be  the  Lord,  the  God  o 
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PARADISE  AND  THE  PERI. 

D  Cantata  for  Solos  anir  Cljonrs.. . fflitsit  bn  Sxbnmann 


(The  Text  follows  closely  that  of  Moore’s  poem.) 
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PART 


Soprano  Solo. 

One  morn  a  Peri  at  the  gate 
Of  Eden  stood,  disconsolate  ; 

And  as  she  listen’d  to  the  springs 
Of  Life  within,  like  music  flowing, 

And  caught  the  light  upon  her  wings 
Thro’  the  half-open  portal  glowing, 

She  wept  to  think  her  recreant  race 
Should  e’er  have  lost  that  glorious  place  1 

Peri.- — How  happy  the  spirits  who  wander  there, 

’Mid  flowers  that  never  shall  fade  or  fall  ; 

Though  mine  are  the  gardens  of  earth  and  sea, 

And  the  stars  themselves  have  flowers  for  me, 

One  blossom  of  Heaven  out-blooms  them  all ! 

Though  sunny  the  Lak<*  of  cool  Cashmere, 

With  its  plane-tree  Isle  reflected  clear, 

Though  bright  are  the  waters  of  Sing-su-hay, 

Yet,  oh,  ’tis  only  the  Blest  can  say 
How  the  waters  of  Heaven  outshine  them  all ! 

Go,  wing  thy  flight  from  star  to  star, 

From  world  to  luminous  world,  as  far 
As  the  universe  spreads  its  flaming  wall : 

Take  all  the  pleasures  of  all  the  spheres, 

And  multiply  each  through  endless  years — 

One  minute  of  Heaven  is  worth  them  all ! 

Tenor  Solo. 

The  glorious  Angel,  who  was  keeping 
The  gates  of  Light,  beheld  her  weeping; 

And  as  he  nearer  drew,  and  listen’d 
To  her  sad  song,  a  tear-drop  glisten’d 
From  hi3  eyelids  He  spake  : 

The  Angel. 

Nytoph  of  a  fair  but  erring  line ! 

One  hope  is  thine. 

’Tis  written  in  the  Book  of  Fate, 

The  Peri  yet  may  he  forgiven 
Who  brings  to  this  Eternal  gate 

The  Gift  that  is  most  dear  to  Heaven  ! 

Go,  seek  it,  and  redeem  thy  sin — 

’Tis  sweet  to  let  the  Pardon’d  in. 

Peri. — Where  shall  I  go 

To  find  this  gift  for  Heav’n  ? 

I  know  the  wealth  of  every  urn, 

In  which  un number’d  rubies  burn  : 

I  know  where  the  Isles  of  Perfume  lie 
To  the  south  of  sun-bright  Araby  ; 

I  know,  too,  where  the  Genii  hid 
The  jewell’d  cup  of  their  King  Jauishid, 

With  Life’s  elixir  sparkling  high — 

But  gifts  like  these  are  not  for  the  sky. 

Where  was  there  e’er  a  gem  that  shone 
Like  the,  steps  of  Alla’s  wonderful  Throne  ? 

And  theDrops  of  Life — oh  !  what  would  they  be 
In  the  boundless  Deep  of  Eternity  ? 

Tenor  Solo.  1 

While  thus  she  mus’d,  her  pinions  fann’d 
The  air  of  that  sweet  Indian  land — 

Quartett.— Where  palms  breathe  in  whispers  light, 
Where  glitters  the  starry  night — 

Whose  air  is  balm  ;  whose  ocean  spreads 
O’er  coral  rocks,  and  amber  beds : 


I. 

Whose  mountains,  pregnant  by  the  beam 
Of  the  warm  sun,  with  diamonds  teem  ; 

Whose  rivulets  are  like  rich  brides, 

Lovely,  with  gold  beneath  their  tides  ; 

Whose  sandal  groves  and  bowers  of  spice  — 

Oh  Paradise ! 

Chorus. — But  crimson  now  her  rivers  ran 
With  human  blood  ; 

And  man,  the  sacrifice  of  man, 

Mingled  his  taint  with  those  spicy  bowers. 

That  fragrant  were  with  innocent  flowers. 

Land  of  the  Sun  !  what  foot  invades 
Thy  Pagods,  shrines,  and  Idol  stones, 

Thy  Monarchs  and  their  thousand  Thrones  ? 

’Tis  He  of  Gazna  I  in  his  fierce  wrath 
He  comes. 

Chorus. 

Conquerors.  (  Lcng  live  Gazna!  the  mighty  prince  ! 
Indians.  (  The  tyrant,  he  shall  die  ! 

(Battle  tumult.) 

Tenor  Solo. 

The  Peri  downward  turns  her  gaze, 

Where  sword  and  battle-spear  are  gleaming, 

And  through  the  war-field’s  crimson  haze, 

His  blood  from  many  a  deep  wound  streaming, 
Beholds  a  youthful  warrior  stand, 

Alone,  beside  his  native  river— 

The  red  blade  broken  in  his  hand, 

And  the  last  arrow  in  his  quiver. 

Chorus  of  Conquerors. 

Long  live  Gazna,  the  mighty  prince  ! 

Gazna. — Presumptuous  vassal !  dost  thou  dare 
Thy  rightful  lord  thus  to  assail  ? 

This  empty  strife  can  nought  avail, 

Thy  worthless  life  I  freely  spare. 

The  Warrior. — To  thee,  this  land's  annoyer, 

To  thee,  niy  kin’s  destroyer, 

This  last  remaining  dart ! 

Gazna.— For  this  thou  diest. 

Chorus.— Woe  !  woe ! 

False  flew  the  shaft,  though  pointed  well, 

The  Tyrant  lives,  the  Hero  fell ! 

Tenor  Solo. 

Yet  mark’d  the  Peri  where  he  lay, 

And,  when  the  rush  of  war^was  past,  • 
Swiftly  descending  on  a  ray 
Of  morning  light,  she  caught  the  last— 

Last  glorious  drop  his  heart  had  shed, 

Before  its  free-born  spirit  fled  ! 

Peri  and  Chorus. 

(  my  \  .  /  -  - 

Be  this  (  thy  J  gift  at  the  Gates  of  Light ! 

For  blood  like  this, 

For  Liberty  shed,  so  holy  is, 

It  would  not  stain  the  purest  rill 
That  sparkles  among  the  Bowers  of  Bliss ! 

Oh,  if  there  be,  on  this  earthly  sphere, 

A  boon,  an  offering  Heaven  holds  dear, 

’Tis  the  last  libation  Liberty  draws  [cause ! 
From  the  heart  that  bleeds  and  breaks  in  her 
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Tenor  Solo. 

With  timid  mien  the  longing  Peri  stands 
At  Eden’s  gate ; 

Her  heart  beats  high  with  hope  again  ; 

Her  silent  loving  look  demands  — 

Shall  this  my  gift  an  entrance  gain  ? 

The  Angel. — Sweet  is  our  welcome  of  the  Brave 
Who  die  thus  for  their  na'ive  Land — 

But  see — alas !  the  crystal  bar  moves  not — 
Holier  far  the  boon  must  be, 

That  opes  the  Gates  of  Heav’n  for  thee ! 

Angel  Chorus. — ‘Holier  far,  &c. 

Tenor  Solo. 

Her  first  fond  hope  of  Eden  blighted, 

Now  among  Afkic’s  lunar  mountains, 

Far  to  the  South,  the  Peri  lighted  ; 

And  sleek’d  her  plumage  at  the  fountains 
Of  that  strange  tide  —whose  birth 
Is  hidden  from  the  sons  of  earth. 

Chorus  of  Genii  of  the  Nile. 

Come  forth  from  the  waters,  appear ! 

Come,  spirits!  What  form  divine  lingers  here? 
’Tis  a  Peri,  see  how  woudrous  fair — 

Take  care,  take  care  ! — 

-  List  to  her  song ! 

Dear  her  complaint ! 

Listen !  still ! 

Peri. 

0  Eden,  fair  Eden,  I’m  longing  for  thee  ! 

Ah  when  shall  thy  portals  be  open  to  me  ? 

Tenor  Solo. 

Thence  over  Egypt’s  palmy  groves. 

Her  grots,  and  sepulchres  of  Kings, 

The  exil’d  Spirit  sighing  roves  ; 

And  now  hangs  list’ning  to  the  doves 
In  warm  Rosetta’s  vale — now  loves 
To  watch  the  pelicans  that  break 
The  azure  calm  of  Moeris’  Lake. 

For  ne’er  did  mortal  eye  behold 
A  fairer  scene— a  Land  more  bright. 

Who  could  have  thought  that  there,  ev’n  there, 
Amid  those  scenes  so  still  and  fair, 

The  Demon  of  the  Plague  hath  cast 
From  his  hot  wing  a  deadly  blast ! 

Pert.— Dearly,  poor  race  of  men  ! 

Ye  pay  for  your  primal  Fall ! 

Some  fiow’rets  of  Eden  inherit  ye  still, 

But  the  trail  of  the  Serpent  is  over  them  all ! 

Tenor  Solo. 

The  Peri  wept— the  air  grew  pure  and  clear 
Around  her,  as  the  bright  diops  ran ; 

Qmrtett. — Eor  there’s  a  magic  in  each  tear 
Such  kindly  Spirits  weep  for  man  ! 

Alto  Solo. 

Beneath  that  fresh  and  springing  bower, 

Close  by  the  Lake,  she  heard  the  moan 
Of  one  who,  at  this  silent  hour, 

Had  thither  stol’n  to  die  alone. 

One  who  in  life,  where’er  he  mov’d, 

Drew  after  him  the  hearts  of  all ; 

Yet  now,  as  though  he  ne’er  were  lov’d, 

Dies  here,  without  oue  tear-drop’s  fallj 

The  Youth. 

None  lo  watch  near  me — none  to  slake 
The  fire  that  in  my  bosom  lies  ; 

Oh  for  a  sprinkle  from  that  lake. 

Which  shines  so  cool  before  mine  eyes. 


T  II. 

Soprano  Solo. 

Deserted  Youth  !  one  thought  alone 
Shed  joy  around  his  soul  in  death— 

That  she,  whom  he  for  years  Imd  known, 

Was  safe  from  this  foul  midnight’s  breath, 
Safe  in  her  father's  princely  halls, 

Where  airs  from  fountain-falls, 

Perfum’d  by  many  a  brand 
Of  wood  from  India’s  land, 

Were  pure  as  she  whose  brow  they  fann’d. 

Tenor  Solo. 

But  see — who  yonder  comes  by  stealth, 

This  melancholy  bower  to  seek. 

Like  a  young  envoy,  sent  by  Health, 

With  rosy  gifts  upon  her  cheek  ? 

’Tis  she — far  off,  thro’  moonlight  dim, 

He  knew  his  own  betrothed  bride. 

Her  arms  are  round  him  now, 

His  livid  cheek  to  hers  she  presses, 

And  in  the  lake  her  loosen’d  tresses 
Dips,  to  bind  his  burning  brow. 

The  Youth.— Thou  here  ?  0  fly  ! 

One  breath  of  mine  brings  death  to  thee. 

The  Maiden. — Oh  !  let  me  only  breathe  the  air. 
The  blessed  air,  that’s  breath’d  by  thee, 
And  whether  on  its  wings  it  bear  _ 

Healing  or  death,  ’tis  sweet  to  me  ! 

There — drink  my  tears,  while  yet  they  fall — 
Would  that  my  bosom’s  blood  were  balm, 
And  well  thou  know’st,  I’d  shed  it  all, 

To  give  thy  brow  one  minute’s  calm. 

Nay,  turn  not  from  me  that  dear  face — 

Am  I  not  thine — thy  own  lov’d  bride — 

The  one,  the  chosen  one,  whose  place 
In  life  or  death  is  by  thy  side  ? 

Think’st  thou  that  she,  whose  only  light, 

In  this  dim  world,  from  thee  hath  shone. 
Could  bear  the  long,  the  cheerless  night, 

That  must  be  hers  when  thou  art  gone? 
That  I  can  live  and  let  thee  go, 

Who  art  my  life  itself? — No,  no  ! 

Oh,  let  me  only  breathe  the  air, 

The  blessed  air,  that’s  breath’d  by  thee, 
And  whether  on  its  wings  it  bear 
Healing  or  death,  ’tis  sweet  to  me! 

Tenor  Solo. 

She  fails — she  sinks — as  dies  the  lamp 
In  charnel  airs,  or  cavern-damp, 

So  fades  the  sweet  light  of  her  eyes. 

One  struggle — and  his  pain  is  past — 

He  is  no  longer  living  ! 

One  kiss  the  maiden  gives,  one  last, 

Long  kiss,  which  she  expires  in  giving  ! 

Peri  and  Chorus. 

Sleep  on,  in  visions  of  odour  rest, 

In  airs  balmier  than  ever  yet  stirr’d 
Th’  enchanted  pile  of  that  lonely  bird, 

Who  sings  at  the  last  his  own  death-lay — 
Sleep  on,  in  dreams  thine  eyelids  close, 

Sleep  on,  thou  true  one,  gently  repose ! 

Basses. 

Thus  saying,  from  her  lips  she  spread 
Unearthly  breathings  through  the  place, 
And  shook  her  sparkling  wreath,  and  shed 
Such  lustre  o’er  each  paly  face, 

That  like  two  lovely  saints  they  seem’d : 
While  that  benevolent  Peri  beam’d 
Like  their  good  angel,  placed  to  keep 
Watch  till  their  souls  should  rise  from  sleep. 
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Chorus  of  Houris. 

Strew  with  fair  garlands  great  Alla’s  throne, 
Roses  entwining,  bring  gayest  flowers, 

Till  the  Eternal’s  propitious  smile 
Graciously  fa^on  Heav’n’s  utmost  bowers. 

His  throne  surrounding, 

With  joy  abounding. 

Humbly  bow  before  the  Lord ! 

Let  us  forget  not  those  we  love, 

Wandering  o’er  the  earth  in  sadness  ! 

Darkness  below  us,  splendour  above. 

Hatred  there,  but  here  love  and  gladness  ! 
Strew  with  fair,  &c. 

See  where  comes  flying  the  Peri  fair 
Toward  Heav'n’s  gate  with  bold  endeavour  ! 
Peri,  fair  Peri,  do  not  despair, 

Faith  and  Trust  will  betray  thee  never. 

Seek  for  the  boon, 

Thou’lt  reach  it  soon, 

What  so  dear  is  unto  the  Lord ! 

Let  us  away  to  the  rosy  bowers, 

Pleasure  bestowing,  pleasure  receiving, 

Kisses  partaking,  warm  kisses  giving, 

’Mid  the  cool  arbors  hanging  with  flowers. 

See  the  sun  ascending — 

Bliss  never  ending 

Stays  for  the  blest  who  wait  on  the  Lord  ! 
Tenor  Solo. 

But  morn  is  blushing  in  the  sky  ; 

Again  the  Peri  soars  above,  1 
And  bears  to  Heaven  that  precious  sigh 
Of  pure,  self-sacrificing  love 
High  throbb’d  her  heart  with  hope  elate, 

The  Elysian  palm  she  soon  shall  win, 

For  the  bright  Spirit  at  the  gate 
Smil’d  as  she  gave  that  offering  in  ; 

And  she  already  hears  the  peal 
Of  Eden’s  crystal  bells. 

That  ring  in  that  ambrosial  breeze 
That  from  the  throne  of  Alla  swells  ; 

And  she  can  see  the  starry  bowls 
That  lie  around  that  lucid  lake, 

Upon  whose  banks  admitted  souls 
Their  first  sweet  draught  of  glory  take  ! 

But  ah  !  even  Peri’s  hopes  are  vain — 

Again  th’  immortal  barrier  clos’d — 

Thus  spake  the  Angel  with  regret — 

The  Angel. —  Not  yet ! 

True  was  the  maiden,  and  her  story, 

Written  in  light  o’er  Alla’s  head, 

By  seraph  eyes  shall  long  be  read. 

But  see  !  the  crystal  bar  of  Eden  moves  not — 
For  holier  far  the  boon  must  be, 

That  opes  the  Gates  of  Heav’n  for  thee  ! 

Peri — Rejected!  ah.!  banish'd 
Again  from  Eden’s  gate  ! 

All  hope  now  hath  vanish’d, 

Unhappy  is  my  fate  ! 

Mustfl.  my  lot  bewailing, 

The  fruitless  search  give  o’er  ? 

I  feel  the  courage  failing 
I  had  before — 

No,  let  me  not  rest,  but  wander  forth, 

Earth’s  farthest  shores  to  wander  over, 

From  pole  to  pole  seek  to  discover 
This  costly  prize  I  would  attain, 

That  yields  the  highest  bliss  to  me, 

When  Eden’s  gate  shall  open  be. 


What  though  it  sleep 
In  caverns  deep, 

Where  darkness  reigns — I’ll  not  despair, 

But  find  the  precious  jewel  there  ! 

Bass  Solo .« 

On  Syria’s  land  where  blooms  the  rose, 

The  fading  rays  of  eve  repose, 

And,  like  a  glory,  the  broad  sun 
Hangs  over  sainted  Lebanon  ; 

Whose  head  in  wintry  grandeur  towers, 

And  whitens  with  eternal  sleet, 

While  summer,  in  a  vale  of  flowers, 

Is  sleeping  rosy  at  his  feet. 

To  one  who  look’d  from  upper  air 
O’er  all  the  enchanted  regions  there, 

How  beauteous  must  have  been  the  glow, 
The  life,  the  sparkliug  from  below  ! 

Fair  gardens,  shining  streams,  with  ranks 
Of  golden  melons  on  their  banks, 

More  golden  where  the  sun-light  falls  ; — 

And  then  the  mingled  sounds  that  come, 

Of  shepherd’s  ancient  reed,  with  hum 
Of  the  wild  bees  of  Palestine, 

Banquetting  through  the  flowery  vales  ; 
And,  Jordan,  those  sweet  banks  of  thine, 
And  woods,  so  full  of  nightingales. 

Tenor  Solo. 

And  as  she  glides  from  upper  air, 

She  meets  a  group  of  Peris  fair. 

Quartett  of  Peris. 

Peri,  is ’t  true. 

Dost  thou  to  Heav’n’s  gate  aspire  ? 

The  sun  so  bright, 

The  starry  night, 

Shall  these  no  more  delight  thee  ? 

Peri,  is ’t  true, 

Dost  thou  to  Heav’n’s  gate  aspire? 

Then  let  us  follow  thee  ! 

Bass  Solo. 

But  nought  can  charm  the  luckless  Peri  ; 
Her  soul  is  sad— her  wings  are  weary — 
Joyless  she  sees  the  Sun  look  down 
On  that  great  Temple,  once  his  own, 

Whose  lonely  columns  stand  sublime, 
Flinging  their  shadows  from  on  high. 

Peri. — Away,  away  !  to  yonder  Temple  ! 

Yet  haply  there  may  lie  conceal’d 
Some  Amulet  of  gems,  anneal’d 
In  upper  fires,  some  tablet  seal’d 
With  the  great  name  of  Solomon, 

Which  spell’d  by  mine  illumin’d  eyes. 
May  tell  where  lies  beneath  the  moon 
The  charm  that  can  restore  so  soon 
An  erring  spirit  to  the  skies. 

Away  ! 

Tenor  Solo. 

Cheer’d  by  this  hope  she  bends  her^fiither  ; 
Still  laughs  the  radiant  eye  of  Heaven, 
Nor  have  the  golden  bowers  of  Even 
In  the  rich  West  begun  to  wither  ; — 

When  o’er  the  vale  of  Balbec  winging, 

She  sees  a  child  at  play, 

Among  the  rosy  wild  flowers  singing, 

As  rosy  and  as  wild  as  they  : — 

And  near  the  boy,  who  tir’d  with  play 
Now  nestling  ’mid  the  roses  lay, 

She  saw  a  wearied  man  dismount 
From  his  hot  steed,  and  on  the  brink 


4  PARADISE  AND 

Of  a  small  imaret’s  rustic  fount 
Impatient  fling  him  down  to  drink. 

Then  swift  his  haggard  brow  he  turn’d 
To  the  fair  child,  who  fearlesfe  sat, 

Though  never  yet  hath  day-beam  burn’d 
Upon  a  brow  more  fierce  than  that — 

Sullenly  fierce — a  mixture  dire, 

Like  thunder-clouds,  of  gloom  and  fire, 

In  which  the  Peri’s  eye  could  raad 
Dark  tales  of  many  a  ruthless  deed  ; 

Oaths  broken,  and  the  threshold  stain’d 
With  blood  ofcguests — the  shrine  profan’d — 

In  blackest  drops  there  written  all. 

Soprano  Solo. 

But,  hark  !  the  vesper  call  to  prayer, 

As  slow  the  orb  of  daylight  sets, 

Is  rising  sweetly  on  the  air, 

From  Syria’s  thousand  minarets  ! 

The  boy  has  started  from  the  bed 
Of  flowers,  where  he  had  laid  his  head, 

And  kneels  upon  the  fragrant  sod, 

From  Purity’s  own  cherub  mouth 
Lisping  the  eternal  name  of  God, 

And  looking,  while  his  hands  and  eyes 
Are  lifted  to  the  glowing  skies, 

Like  an  angel  child, 

Just  lighted  on  that  flowery  plain, 

And  seeking  for  its  home  again. 

Tenor  Solo. 

And  how  felt  he,  the  wretched  man 
Reclining  there — while  memory  ran 
O’er  many  a  year  of  guilt  and  strife, 

Flew  o’er  the  dark  flood  of  his  life, 

Nor  found  one  sunny  resting-place, 

Nor  brought  him  back  one  branch  of  grace. 

The  3Ian. 

There  wai  a  time,  thou  blessed  child, 

When,  young  and  pure  as  thou, 

I  look’d  and  pray’d  like  thee — but  now  ! 

Chorus. 

Blest  tears  of  soul-felt  penitence  ! 

In  whose  benign,  redeeming  flow 
Is  felt  the  first,  the  only  sense 
Of  guiltless  joy  that  guilt  can  know. 

Peri. — There’s  a  drop  that  dow  n  from  the  moon 
Falls  thro’  the  withering  airs  of  June 
On  Egypt’s  land,  of  so  healing  a  power, 

So  soon  it  descends,  contagion  dies, 

And  health  reanimates  earth  and  skies ! 

Oh,  is  it  not  thus,  thou  man  of  sin, 

The  precious  tears  of  repentance  fall  ? 

Though  foul  thy  fiery  plagues  within, 

One  heavenly  drop  hath  dispell’d  them  all ! 


>  *  •/ 


THE  PERI. 

Tenor  Solo ,  with  Chorus. 

And  now,  behold  him  kneeling  there 
By  the  child’s  side,  in  humble  prayer, 

While  the  same  sunbeam  shines  upon 
The  guilty  and  the  guiltless  one, 

And  hymns  of  joy  proclaim  thro’  Heaven 
The  triumph  of  a  Soul  Forgiven  ! 

’T  was  when  the  golden  orb  had  set, 

While  on  their  knees  they  linger’d  yet, 

There  fell  a  light  more  lovely  far 
Than  ever  came  from  sun  or^jtar, 

Upon  that  tear. 

To  mortal  eye  this  light  might  seem 
A  northern  flash  or  meteor  beam — 

But  well  th’  enraptur’d  Peri  knew 
’Twas  a  bright  smile  the  Angel  threw 
From  Heav’n’s  gate,  to  hail  that  tear 
Her  harbinger  of  glory  near ! 

Peri. 

Joy,  joy  for  ever !  my  task  is  done — 

The  Gates  are  pass’d,  and  Heaven  is  wron  ! 

Oh  !  am  I  not  happy  ?  I  am,  I  am — 

To  thee,  sweet  Eden  !  how  dark  and  sad 
Are  the  diamond-turrets  of  Shadukiam, 

And  the  fragrant  bowers  of  Amberabad  ! 
Farewell,  ye  odours  of  earth,  that  die 
Passing  away  like  a  lover’s  sigh ; — 

My  feast  is  now  of  the  Tooba  Tree, 

Whose  scent  is  the  breath  of  Eternity  ! 

Farewell,  ye  vanishing  flowers,  that  shone 
In  my  fairy  wreath  so  bright  and  brief; — 

Oh !  what  are  the  brightest  that  e’er  hath  blowD, 
To  the  lote-tree,  springing  by  A)la’svthrone, 
Wifose  flowers  have  a  soul  in  every  leaf! 

Joy,  joy  for  ever !— my  task  is  done — 

The  Gates  are  pass’d,  and  Heaven  is  won  ! 

1  Chorus  of  -th%  Blett. 

Thy  joy  to  inherit, 

Welcome,  sweet  spirit ! 

Thy  toil  hath  gain’d  thee  the  costly  prize, 

That  opes  the  portals  of  Paradise. 

0  if  there  be  on  the  earthly  sphere 
A  boon— an  offering  Heaven  holds  dear, 

It  is  the  tear  which  thou  hast  brought. 

The  tear  of  soul-felt  penitence, 

Fruit  of  the  sinner’s  guilty  sense. 

Thy  toil  hath  gain’d  thee  the  costly  prize, 

That  opens  the  portals  of  Paradise. 

Come  inherit 
These  blissful  bowers, 

Where  peacefully  glide  the  happy  hours — 

The  land,  the  home  of  the  blest ; 

Welcome,  fair  spirP, 

Here  shalt  thou  rest ! 
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PROGRAMME. 

- uf.  lift 


PART  I. 

1..  CHORAL, . . Sebastian  Bacii. 

2.  SONG:  “The  Angel’s  call,”  (Words  by  Mrs.  Hemans,) . J.  C.  D.  Parker. 

3.  PART-SONGS:  a.  The  Willow  Tree, — . Hauptmann. 

A  b  Highland  Laddie,  (Burns,) . Schumann. 

4.  BENEDICTUS  :  Soprano  Solo,  with  Chorus, . Webek. 

1  5.  PART-SONGS  :  a.  Morning  Prayer,.. . ..Mendelssohn. 

I  s  b.  “  The  sea  hath  its  pearls,” . _.J.  C.  D.  Parker. 


PART  II. 

THE  LYRIC  ODES  OF  RACINE’S  “  ATHALIE.” . Set  to  music  by  Mendelssohn 

1.  OVERTURE. 


2.  Heaven  and  the  earth  display  His  grandeur  is  unbounded  ; 

They  declare  He  is  God  ;  they  resound  His  endless  fame ; 
He  was  Lord  over  all,  ere  the  universe  was  founded  : 

0  praise  j  e  Him  in  song,  His  wondrous  love  proclaim  ! 

No  hostile  force  Injustice  raises, 

Can  silence  His  elect,  who  bow  and  sing  His  praises ; 

For  everlasting  is  His  name 
From  day  to  day,  His  power  and  glory  are  resounded  ; 
Heaven  and  the  earth  display  His  grandeur  is  unbounded  ; 

0  praise  ye  Him  in  song,  His  wondrous  love  proclaim  ! 

Heaven  and  the  earth  display  His  grandeur  is  unbounded  ; 

0  praise  ye  Him  in  song,  His  wondrous  love  proclaim  1 

Each  fruit  He  forms,  aud  stores  with  honied  treasures  ; 

He  gives  the  lovely  flowers  their  varied  hues  ; 

Each  night  and  day,  with  constant  care  He  measures — 
Tempers  the  parched  earth — cools  it  with  evening  dews  ; 
And  earth,  reduudant  crown’d,  sustains  each  living  creature. 

He  ordained  the  sun  to  animate  all  nature  ; 

Light  is  the  gift  of  His  creating  hands  ; 

But  past  expressing, 

Man’s  greafest  blessing, 

We  now  inherit  in  His  pure  and  just  commands. 

0  Sinai !  thou  theme  of  never-ending  story  ; — 

Theme  of  that  day,  when  God  in  awful  splendor  came ; 
When,  on  thy  summit,  clad  in  flame, 

He  veiled  His  radiant  form 
In  the  clouds  of  the  storm, 

Which  dazzled  mortal  eyes  with  the  brightness  of  His  glory. 
0  say,  why  then  did  vivid  lightnings  flash  around, 

And  smoke  in  torrents  roll  ?  Why  did  the  air  resound 
With  His  trumpets  and  His  thunder  ? 

Why  did  the  rocks  and  mountains  shake  at  His  descent  ? 

Say,  why  was  earth  thus  rent 

rFrom  her  foundations— rent  asunder? 

He  came  to  reveal  to  the  children  of  our  race, 

Precepts  of  holiness,  for  glory  that  increaseth  ; 

He  came  unto  the  people  choseu  by  His  grace, 

Commanding  them  to  love  Him  with  love  that  never  ceaseth. 

Holy,  holy,  ever-blessed  law  ! 

0  sovereign  justice,  goodness  past  expressing ! 

Grateful  to  God,  in  return  for  His  blessing, 

Let  us  render  Him  love  with  our  faith  and  our  awe  ! 

He  freed  our  sires  from  Egypt's  cruel  sway  ; 

In  deserts  led  and  fed  them  night  and  day  ; 

Our  just  and  sacred  laws  a  God  of  kindness  prove  Him  ; 

And  for  our  good,  they  command  us  to  love  Him. 

Holy,  holy,  ever-blessed  law  ! 

He  fought  for  them, — He  made  the  deep  divide  ; 

Aud  from  arid  rocks,  refreshing  streamlets  glide  ; 

Our  just  and  sacred  laws  a  God  of  kindness  prove  Him  ; 

Aud  for  our  good,  they  cornu  and  us  to  love  Him. 

Holy,  holy,  ever-blesned  law  ! 

0  sovereign  justice,  goodness  past  expressing ! 

Grateful  to  God,  in  return  foi  this  blessing, 

Let  us  render  Him  love  with  ur  faithand  our  awe.l 


Ye,  who  through  servile  fear,  unwillingly  are  moved, 

A  God  so  good  to  you  should  fill  your  hearts  with  zeal. 
And  is  it  then  so  hard  to  own  He  should  be  loved  ?  — 

To  feel  as  grateful  hearts  should  feel  ? 

The  bondman  trembles  when  his  tyrant  frowneth  : 

A  father’s  love,  His  loving  children  crowneth. 

If  God,  in  love  to  you,  His  kindness  thus  imparts  ; 

Love  Him  with  all  your  hearts. 

Holy,  holy,  ever-blessed  law  ! 

0  sovereign  justice,  goodness  past  expressing! 

Grateful  to  God,  in  return  for  this  blessing, 

Let  us  render  Him  love  with  our  faith  and  our  awe  ! 

Heaven  and  eurth  display  His  grandeur  is  unbounded  ; 
They  declare  He  is  God  ;  they  resound  His  endless  fame  ! 


3.  What  star  in  its  glory  upriseth  ? 

How  beautiful  and  bright  is  this  child’s  dawning  ray  ! 

From  vanity  he  turneth  away  ; 

And  all  that  worldly  pride  devDeth, 

He  scorneth  as  a  vain  display. 

While  Athalie  for  Baal  prepareth 
Her  incense  and  her  strains  of  praise  ; 

This  child  in  her  presence  declareth 
That  God  alone  hath  endless  days. 

He,  like  Elijah,  boldly  stands  forth, 

.  Undismayed  by  this  Jezebel’s  wrath. 

Say,  in  thy  hidden  birth,  what  is  by  Heaven  intended  ? 

Art  thou,  blessed  child,  from  a  prophet  sire  descended  ? 

Daily,  our  fathers  witnessed  Samuel 
Before  the  tabernacle  kneeling, 

While  Heaven’s  decrees  they  heard  him  revealing. 

As  he  came,  may  you  come  to  comfort  Israel ! 

Ever  blessed  child,  rejoice,  , 

By  heavenly  love  protected  ;  , 

Fearing  the  Lord,  heeding  His  voice, 

Shielded  by  Him,  and  daily  directed ! 

Far  from  the  world  and  gifted  by  Heaven,  still  go. 

Gracing  thy  holy  birth  ; 

Unstained  by  sin  while  enduring  its  woe, 

Increase  in  wisdom  and  increase  in  worth. 

0,  what  lasting  joy  attendeth,  [eth. 

Childhood  when  taught  by  Heav’n,  childhood  the  Lord  defend- 

Tbus  in  a  secluded  vale, 

On  the  marge  of  a  streamlet  unmoved, 

Sheltered  from  winter’s  gale, 

A  lily  expands,  cherished  by  Nature,  and  loved. 

0  how  blest ;  how  blest  are  they 
Who  fear  the  Lord  in  youth,  and  all  ilia  laws  obey  ! 

Alas  !  that  all  by  virtue  sainted, 

Find  life  a  doubtful  maze,  - 
Its  paths  bewilder’d  ways  ! 

That  souls  who  seek  the  Lord,  who  would  remain  untainted, 
Meet  only  foes  on  every  side  ' — 

That  they  must  war  against  oppressors  ! 

Where  can  the  righteous  safely  hide  ! 

The  earth  is  tilled  with  vile  transgressors. 

0  David’s  regal  home,  thou  city  loved  so  well, 

Renowned  mount,  where  God  himself  deigned  to  dwell ! 

Wrhy  is  it,  that  on  thee,  the  heavens  in  wrath  have  frowned  ? 


tehold,  Zion,  behold !  canst  thou  refrain  thy  fears  ? 

See  a  stern  stranger  crowned 
Jpon  thy  throne,  thine  ancient  throne  appears! 

And  now  in  thy  temple,  that  rang 
Vith  canticles  of  praise  our  holy  David  sang 
?o  glorify  the  Lord,  his  God,  his  heavenly  Father  ; 

Iehold,  Zion,  behold  ;  behold  with  grief  and  shame, 

Impious  strangers  proclaim 
Their  God  is  supreme,  and  thus  blaspheme  the  Lord, 

Whose  name  thy  kings  ador’d  ! 

low  long,  how  long,  0  Lord,  shall  we,  who  bow  before  Thee, 
iehold  the  hostile  godless  against  Thee  arise  ? 

■Y'ithin  Thy  holy  temple,  they  scorn  Thy  sacrifice  ; 

Ynd  treat  us  as  insane — Thy  people  who  adore  Thee. 

,  |  Tow  long,  how  long,  0  Lord,  shall  we.  who  bow  before  Thee, 
See  the  godless  against  Thee  arise  ? 

Tell  us  why,  they  say,  stern  virtue  should  be  regarded  ? 
Should  all  the  delights  we  prize, 

Be  dreaded  and  discarded  ? 

What  has  God  done  for  you  ?  0 ,  be  wise  1 

>  Rejoice!  exclaims  the  frantic  throng  : 

Cherish  mirth,  and  banish  sadness  ! 

Bring  garlands,  odours,  let  the  lyre 
The  dance  inspire, 

Awake  the  song. 

And  fill  our  hea.ts  with  gladness  ! 

None  can  tell  what  a  day  may  bring : 

Waft  Care  away  on  Pleasure’s  wing! 

Enjoy  the  present  hours, 

And  cull  their  fleeting  flow’rs  ! 

Who,  this  day, 

Can  say, 

To-morrow  will  be  ours? 

t 

How  long,  how  long,  0  Lord,  shall  we 
See  the  godless  against  Thee  arise  ? 

They,  Load,  who  scoff  at  Thee— 

Who  scorn,  while  we  adore  Thee,— 

These  heirs  of  wrath  shall  never  see 
Thy  holy  Zion’s  glory 

Reflecting  heaven’s  eternal  rays. 

The  just  alone  shall  bow  within  the  heavenly  portal,— 

The  just,  in  lays  immortal 
Shall  magnify  Thy  name  in  praise ! 

The  sinners’  joys  decay, 

As  the  night  in  morning  waneth  ; 

Like  dreams  they  fade  away, 

And  regret  unceasing  remaineth. 

Waking,  they  mourn 
For  delights  that  ne’er  return. 

While  the  just,  at  Thy  table  are  tasting 
Holy  peace  and  the  comforts  of  life  everlasting ; 

Thy  deriders,  tormented,  shall  drink  the  bitter  woes, 

Which  thou,  Lord,  in  thy  wrath,  on  the  day  of  retribution, 
Hast  justly  prepared  for  all  thy  foes. 

0  horror,  thus  to  wake  ! 

0  vain  and  fleeting  vision ! 

O  woful,  direful  mistake ! 


4 .  Lord,  let  us  hear  Thy  voice,  while  humbly  bending  ! 
Then  shall  we  feel  its  holy,  soothing  power  : 

As  when  the  dews  of  Spring  descending, 

Revive  each  drooping  herb  and  flower. 

Vision  of  Jehoiada.  ( Spoken  with  music.) 

Promised  joys !  menaced  woes !  0  mystic  gloom  impending ! 
Are  they  blessingd,  or  curses,  that  gather  now  above  ? 

Can  frowning  storms  of  wrath  descending, 

Be  blent  with  smiling  beams  of  love  ? 

0  Zion  !  thou  art  doomed — devouring  flames  will  bum  all — 
Destroy  thy  relics— thine,  0  Lord ! 

Our  Zion  firmly  stands  on  great  Jehovah’s  word ; 

His  promise  is  eternal ! 

Thy  splendors  disappear,  they  fade  before  mine  eyes  ! 

I  see,  on  every  side,  her  splendid  rays  extending ! 

See,  in  a  gulf  profound,  our  Zion  is  descending ! 

I  see  Zion’s  head  in  the  skies ! 

How  low,  alas,  how  low  ! 


How  high,  and  0,  how  glorious  ! 

Hear  her  cries,  full  of  woe ! 

Hear  her  songs,  all  victorious  ! 

These  cries  of  doubt,  forbear : 

Our  God  will  make  all  clear. 

Let  us  revere  Him. 

And  humbly  fear  Him  ! 

Revere  Him, 

And  humbly  fear  Him  : 

His  frowns  will  prove 
But  hidden  smiles  of  love. 

Hearts  feel,  that  love  Thee, 

No  evil  can  disturb  their  rest : 

Craving  Thy  grace.  Lord,  granted  ere  they  implore  Thee, 
Thus  are  they  ever  blest ! 

On  the  earth — in  thy  realms  of  glory. 

Nought  can  exceed  the  joy — the  calm  and  holy  rest, 

Of  hearts,  pure  hearts,  that  love  Thee  ! 


6.  WAR  MARCH  OF  THE  PRIESTS. 


6. 


Depart,  depart,  ye  1 
We  go,  we  go,  we  ) 


sons  of  Aaron,  go  : 


A  nobler  quarrel  never  raised 


The  zeal  that  in 


|  |  fathers  blazed. 


Depart,  depart,  ye  1 
We  go,  we  go,  we  j 


sons  of  Aaron,  go  : 


It  is  |  ^^5  J  King,  ’tis  God  for  whom  j  j  strike  the  blow 

Where  are  the  shafts  Thou  employest  ? 

0  where  is  the  wrath  of  Thy  Rod  ? 

Art  thou  not  a  stern,  jealous  God* 

Who  to  wrath  provoked,  destroyest  ? 

Where  are  Thy  blessings,  0  Lord,  granted  to  us  in  olden  times? 

While  we  are  groaning  under  oppressions, 

Wilt  Thou  only  heed  our  unrepented  crimes? 

Art  thou  no  more  the  God  showing  mercy  for  transgressions  ? 


Where  are  Thy  blessings,  0  Lord,  granted  to  us  in  olden  times  ? 
’Tis  at  Thee,  from  the  hostile  quiver, 
wicked  hurl  their  shafts  with  shouts  of  savage  joy  ; 

Let  us,  they  say,  destroy 
God’s  adoration  forever ! 

deliver  all  mankind  from  His  hard  yoke : 
destroy  all  His  prophets  :  let  His  altars  be  broke ; 

So  that  His  name  and  all  His  glory, 

Shall  be  remembered  as  a  story. 

For  this  God— Son  and  Lord, 

Shall  be  no  more  adored ! 

Where  are  the  shafts  Thou  employest  ? 

Where  is  the  wrath  of  Thy  rod  ? 

Art  not  Thou  a  stern,  jealous  God, 

Who,  to  wrath  provoked,  destroyest? 

Last  of  a  race  of  kings  adored, 

Blooming  on  Judah’s  regal  stem  ;  lovely  and  delicate  flower, 
Alas !  art  thou  doom’d  to  fall  once  more  within  the  power 
Of  hatred  and  revenge — of  a  cruel  mother’s  sword  ? 

Say,  if  down  to  thy  cradle  an  angel  did  come, 

Spreading  his  guardian  wings  to  be  thy  defender  ? 

Or,  if  in  the  night  of  the  tomb, 

The  voice  of  the  living  God  hath  raised  thee  up  a  wonder  ? 

A  son  sprung  from  a  sire,  and  grandsire  who  broke  Thy  laws — 
Are  they  attaints,  0  Lord,  in  him  a  guilty  cause  ? 

Say,  is  Thy  mercy  withheld,  is  he  forsaken  for  their  crimes  ? 

Is  he  forsaken  ? 

O  Lord  awaken ! 

Where  are  the  shafts  Thou  employest  ? 

Where  is  the  wrath  of  Thy  rod  ? 

Art  thou  not  still  a  jealous  God, 

Who,  to  wrath  provoked,  destroyest  ? 


The 

Let  us 
Let  us 


7.  Heav’n  and  the  earth  display  His  grandeur  is  unbounded  ; 
They  declare  He  is  God  ;  they  resound  His  endless  fame. 


Concerts. 

We  have  room  only  to  recall  some  features  of  the 
music  of  the  past  two  or  three  weeks.  Perhaps  the 
pleasantest  thing  that  rises  in  the  memory  is  the  little 
Concert,  twice  given  to  an  invited  audience,  by  the 
Amateur  Singing  Club,  under  the  direction  of  Mr. 
J.  C.  D.  Parker,  at  Chickering’s  rooms.  Rare  is  the 

charm  of  choice  choruses  and  part-songs  sung  by 

* 

twenty  or  thirty  fresh,  refined  young  voices.  The 
ensemble  of  tone,  as  well  as  the  execution,  was  ad¬ 
mirable.  We  had  the  entire  95th  Psalm  (“  0  come 
let  us  worship”),  by  Mendelssohn,  a  noble  work,  in¬ 
terspersed  with  interesting  solos,  in  one  of  which  a 
new  tenor,  Mr.  Merrill,  made  his  mark,  as  he  has 
since  done  still  more  effectually  in  the  “  Walpurgis 
Night.”  There  wore  aHo  half  a  dozen  four-part 
son irs, by  Schumann,  Mendelssohn,  Hauptmann. Crude, 
and  one  fresh  and  eharming  one  hv  Mr.  Parker, 
which  were  keenly'  relished.  Nor  can  we -forget  the 
truly  womanlike  and  exquisite  singing  bv  Mrs. 
Harwood  of  a  couple  of  songs  :  “  Supplication  ” 

by  Frauz,  and  “Faded  Flowers”  by  Schubert. —  | 
Some  of  the  noblest  and  least  familiar  choruses  from 
Elijah  followed,  with  tenor  air:  “Then  shall  the 
righteous  shine,”  given  with  fine  taste  and  fervor  by 
Mr.  Langmaid.  Finally;  a  notable  rarity,  Beetho¬ 
ven’s  splendid  chorus  to  Goethe’s  little  poem  . — 
“Becalmed  at  sea  and  happy  voyage”  (“  Meeres- 
stille,”  etc.),  which  was  printed  in  this  journal  some 
years  since,  and  ought  ere  this  to  have  found  its  way 
into  singing  club  and  concert  rooms. 


f 
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X.  THE  NINETY-FIFTH  PSALM,  set  to  music  by  Mendelssohn. 

Tenor  Solo  and  Chorus. — O  come,  let  us  worship  and  lcneel  before 
the  Lord,  and  bow  down  to  Him,  the  Lord  our  Maker.  For  He  is  our 
God,  and  we  are  the  flock  of  His  pasture  and  the  people  of  Ills  hand. 

Soprano  Solo  and  Chorus.— -Como,  let  us  sing  to  the  Lord  with  glad¬ 
ness,  and  let  us  rejoice  in  His  strength.  Come  to  his  presence  with  a 
song  of  thanksgiving  and  with  tuneful  rejoicing.  For  the  Lord  is  a 
mighty  God,  and  a  mighty  ruler  over  all  false  idols. 

Duett ,  Tico  Soprani. — In  His  hands  are  all  the  corners  of  the  earth, 
and  the  strength  of  the  hills  is  also  Hi"'.  Come,  let  us  worship  and 
kneel  before  the  Lord. 

Chorus.— For  His  is  the  sea,  and  he  hath  fashioned  it,  and  His 
hands  formed  and  prepared  the  dry  land.  o  rw*  #£, 

Tenor  Solo  and  Chorus.— Henceforth  when  yc  hear  His  voice  en¬ 
treating,  turn  not  deaf  ears,  shew  not  hard  hearts,  as  at  Miraba  they 
did,  and  at  Massa  in  the  desert,  when  your  fathers  tempted  and  proved 
I  me,  and  witnessed  my  work.  After  forty  years’  grief  at  this  disobe¬ 
dient  race,  I  said,  ’tis  a  people  that  do  err  and  in  their  hearts  rebel, 
and  that  of  my  statutes  are  still  unmindful.  Unto  whom  I  sware  in 
my  wrath  that  they  should  not  behold  the  land  of  promise. 

2.  PART-SONGS  :  a.  “  Good  night,” . Schumann. 

b.  “  Gay  and  sad,” . J.  C.  D.  Parker. 

(Words  by  C.  J.  Sprague,  Tisq.) 


3.  SONG:!:  a.  “  Supplication,” . Franz. 

b.  “Faded  flowers,” . Schubert. 

4.  PART-SONGS:  a.  “  Yale  of  rest,”... . . Mendelssohn. 

b.  “In  autumn,” . Gade. 

5.  SELECTIONS  FROM  “ELIJAH,” . Mendelssohn. 


Chorus.— Go,  return  upon  thy  way  !  For  the  Lord  yet.  hath  left  Him 
seven  thousand  in  Israel,  knees  which  have  not  bowed  to  Baal :  go, 

!  return  upon  thy  way  ;  thus  the  Lord  eommandeth. 

Elijah. — I  go  on  my  way  in  the  strength  xif  the  Lord  ;  and  I  will 
sutler  for  thy  sake.  My  heart  is  therefore  glad,  my  glory  rejoiceth, 
and  my  flesh  shall  also  rest  in  hope.  For  the  mountains  shall  depart, 
and  the  hills  be  removed ;  but  Thy  kindness  shall  not  depart  from  me, 
neither  shall  the  covenant  of  Thy  peace  be  removed. 

Chorus. — Then  did  Elijah  the  prophet  break  forth  like  a  fire  ;  his 
words  appeared  like  burning  torches.  Mighty  kings  by  him  were 
overthrown.  He  stood  on  the  Mount  of  Sinai,  and  heard  the  judg¬ 
ments  of  the  future;  and  in  Iloreb  its  vengeance.  And  when  the 
Lord  would  take  him  away  to  heaven,  lo  !  there  came  a  fiery  chariot, 
with  fiery  horses  ;  and  he  went  by  a  whirlwind  to  heaven. 

Tenor  Solo. — Then  shall  the  righteous  shine  forth  as  the  sun  in  their 
heavenly  Father’s  realm.  _  Joy  on  .  their  head  shall  be  for  everlasting, 
and  all  sorrow  and  mourning  shall  flee  away  forever. 

G.  PART-SONGS:  a.  “The  Nightingale,”. ........  .Mendelssohn. 

7  t  t  T  •  IN  *  _  »*  T  T  _ 


b  “Love  in  Spring-time,” . Hauptmann. 

7.  “  Calm  sea  and  happy  voyage,” . Beethoven^ 


Mr.  J.  C.  D.  Parker’s  ISin^ing  Club.  Invited 
audiences,  such  as  one  only  sees  on  choice  occasions, 
have  filled  Chickering's  Hall  on  tlie  last  two  Mon¬ 
day  evenings,  to  listen  to  some  of  the  very  best  of 
amateur  singing,  in  choral  compositions  by  the  high¬ 
est  masters.  The  voices  are  more  numerous  (about 
thirty)  and  better  even  than  in  former  years,  and 
their  singing  was  so  admirable,  so  pure,  refined, 
well  blended,  nicely  shaded  and  euphonious,  as  to 
reflect  the  highest  credit  on  their  devoted  teacher 
and  themselves. 

The  first  piece  was  a  noble  Choral  by  Bach,  har¬ 
monized  as  Bach  alone  could  do  it,  unaccompanied, 
ver  impressive.  It  went  particularly  well  the  sec¬ 
ond  time.  Then  came  Mendelssohn’s  beautiful 
Hymn  :  “Hear  my  prayer,”  the.  soprano  solo  sung 
by  a  young  lady,  lately  returned  from  studies  in 
Euvepe,  with  finely  cultivated  voice  and  style.  Then 
a  cto*ple  t  f  capital  part  songs  :  “Hunter’s  Song,”  by 
Schumann,  and  “The  Nightingale,”  by  Mendels¬ 
sohn. 

But  the  chief  subject  of  the  winter’s  practice  has 
been  Schumann’s  Cantata, “The  Rose’s  Pilgrimage.” 
The  poem  is  quite  a  touching  and  imaginative  lit¬ 
tle  romance,  relating  how  the  Rose  longed  tg‘.  be  like 
the  maidens,  and  to  love  and  be  loved,  and  >!;ow  the 
fairies  granted  her  wish  and 'let  her  try  it.  v  The  ideas 
are  beautiful,  and  the  translation  shows  hel-e  and 
there  fine  touches  of  a  poet’s  practiced  hand.  We 
would  fain  copy  it  entire,  but  for  its  length.  mhere 
is  much  fine  music  in  it,  though  as  a  whole  it 
inferior  to  “Paradise  and  the  Peri.”  Oftejf  the  *«.  , 
spiration  flags  ;  the  long  narrative  recitatives  given 
to  the  tenor,  seem-  monotonous  and  forced,  making 
the  singer’s  task  not  a  grateful  one.  So  to.4  ®veral 
long  stretches  of  dialogue.  But  there  are  some  ex¬ 
quisite  choruses,  such  as  the  light  ones  of  th'AFairies, 
the  chorus  of  Hunters  (as  fresh  and  ringing  as  that  in 
Preciosa),  tlie  funeral  chorus,  and  “O  happy  time,” 
with  its  solemn,  pensive  hopefulness.  The  opening 
soprano  solo,  duet  and  trio  about  Spring  are  delicate¬ 
ly  Spring-like,  and  were  charmingly  sung. 

All  tin  n  usic  of  the  Rose  is  beautiful  ;  and  we 
wish  we  ha.  words  to  convey  our  sense  of  the  truly 
musical,  ar  .otic,  heart-felt,  womanly  style  in  which 
it  was  sung  by  a  lady  whose  retirement  from  public 
life  is  a  r  '  letual  theme  of  regret  with  music  lovers. 
Among  ar.  •  ur  native  singers,  we  know  no  voice  so 
musically  bright  and  sympathetic,  so  fresh  in  its 
maturity,  no  art  so  simple  and  so  perfect,  no  clearer 
instance  of  fine  musical  feeling.  Here  was  the 
spirit  of  Schumann’s  melody  completely  realized. 

Our  comfort  is,  that  what  is  lost  to  the  concert  room 

<*  /■ 

comes  back  to  the  musical  community  in  another 
way,  that,  namely  of  wise  and  quickening  influence 


upon  eager  troups  of  pupils.  We  can  scarcely 
speak  less  warmly  of  a  short  contralto  solo,  by  Mrs. 
J.  S.  Cart  (we  may  mention  her)  ;  it  was  a  gen?  t 
of  song.  If  other  nice  contributions  are  not  named, 
it  is  not  because  they  did  not  deserve  it.  The  ac¬ 
companiments  were  very  tastefully  played  by  Mr. 
Parker  on  a  most  melodious  Chickering  “Grand.” 

Concerts. 

We  have  room  only  to  recall  some  features  of  tne 
music  of  the  past  two  or  three  weeks.  Perhaps  the 
pleasantest  thing  that  rises  in  the  memory  is  the  little 
Concert,  twice  given  to  an  invited  audience,  by  the 
Amateur  Singing  Club,  under  the  direction  of  Mr. 
J.  C.  D.  Parker,  at  Chickering’s  rooms.  Rare  is  the 
charm  of  choice  choruses  and  part-songs  sung  by 
twenty  or  thirty  fresh,  refined  young  voices.  The 
ensemble  of  tone,*  as  well  as  the  execution,  was  ad¬ 
mirable.  We  had  the  entire  95th  Psalm  (“  O  come 
let  us  worship”),  by  Mendelssohn,  a  noble  work,  in¬ 
terspersed  with  interesting  solos,  in  one  of  which  a 
new  tenor,  Mr.  Merrill,  made  his  mark,  as  he  has' 
since  done  still  more  effectually  in  the  “  Walpurgis 
Night.”  There  were  also  half  a  dozen  four-part 
songs, by  Schumann,  Mendels*. din,  f  Taunkmann.Gade,, 
and  one  fresh  and  charming  one  bv  Mr.  Parker, 
which  were  keenly  relished.  Nor  can  we  forget  the 
truly  womanlike  and  exquisite  singing  by  Mrs. 
Harwood  of  a  couple  of  songs  :  “  Supplication  ” 

by  Frauz,  and  “Faded  Flowers”  by  Schubert. — 
Some  of  the  noblest  and  least  familiar  choruses  from 
Elijah  followed,  with  tenor  air  :  “  Then  shall  the 

righteous  shine,”  given  with  fine  taste  and  fervor  by 
Mr.  Langmaid.  Finally,  a  notable  rarity,  Beetho¬ 
ven’s  splendid  chorus  to  Goethe’s  little  poem: — 
“  Becalmed  at  sea  aftd  happy  voyage  ”  (“  Mceres- 
stille,”  etc.),  which  was  printed  in  this  journal  some 
years  since,  and  ought  ere  this  to  have  found  its  way 
into  singing  club  and  concert  rooms. 
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1.  Cfjontl, . ..Bach. 


Though  darkness  seem  to  veil  thy  path, 

Let  nothing  terrify  thee  ; 

God  with  His  children  loves  to  dwell, 

And  hides  Him  but  to  try  thee. 

2.  for  Soprano  Solo  and  Chorus,. 

Hear  my  prayer,  0  God,  incline  thine  ear ! 
Thyself  from  my  petition  do  not  hide ; 

Take  heed  to  me  ! 

Hear  how  in  prayer  I  mourn  to  Thee  ! 

Without  Thee  all  is  dark,  I  have  no  guide. 

The  enemy  cries ;  the  godless  come  fast ! 
Iniquity,  hatred  upon  me  they  cast !  '* 

The  wicked  oppress  me,  ah  !  where  shall  I  fly  ? 
Perplexed  and  bewildered,  0  God,  hear  my  cry  ! 


Then  let  His  word  thy  sure  hope  be,  * 
And  though  thy  heart  beat  tremblingly, 
No  danger  shall  come  nigh  thee. 


•  Mendelssohn. 


My  heart  is  sorely  pained  within  my  breast, 
My  soul  wi  th  deathly  terrors  is  opprest ! 
Trembling  and  fearfuluess  upon  me  fall, 

With  horror  overwhelmed,  Lord,  hear  me  call ! 

0  for  the  wings,  for  the  wings  of  a  dove ! 

Far  away,  far  away  would  I  rove  ! 

In  the  wilderness  build  me  a  nest, 

And  remaih  there'  forever  at  rest ! 


.  C  Hunter’s  Sons,. 
3.  fart  .  £  The  Nightingale, 


‘S t  .  Schumann. 
Mendelssohn. 
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PART  FIRS 

Soprano  Solo. 

The  breath  of  Spring  is  sen 
Love  messages  to  Earth  ; 

The  icy  chaius  are  rending  ; 

The  verdure  comes 

Duett 

The  earliest  flowers  are*  drinking 
The  sunlight  and  the  rain  ; 

Like  children’s  eyes  a-winking 
At  landscapes  green  again. 

In  robes  of  May’s  adorning, 

With  blossoms  richly  set 
Each  tree  for  Easter  morning 
Its  festal  show  would^t. 

Trio 

0  blessed  season  tho 

The  silent  tear  thou  driest, 

When  trouble  presses  nighest, 

And  hearts  in  anguish  bow  ; 

Wilt  Sunday  music  make 
In  many  a  wintry  bosom. 

While  many  a  Pleasure  Blossom 
The  new  delight  shall  waJ 

Tenor,  f  / 

Saint  John’s  day  came  rejo' 

The  Earth’s  great  wedding  day, 
When,  happy  with  her  bridegroom, 
In  Spring’s  dear  arms  she  lay. 

The  silent  night  doth  curtain 
A 11  nature’s  sweet  repose  ; 

The  pale  beam  of  the  moonlight 
Through  plain  and  thicket  flows. 
The  small  leaves  make  a  murmur 
That  just  half  heard  doth  seem  ; 
O’er  sedge  and  water-lily 
Brood  sleep  and  evenp^g  dream 

Alto. 

What  magic  strain  of 

Comes  from  the  meadow  near ; 

And  under  the  Spring  grasses, 

So  wonderful  to  hear  ? 

Chorus  of  Fairies. 

We’re  dancing,  we’re  dancing, 

In  loveliest  night, 

Till  the  day  from  slumber 
Wakes  the  morning  light ; 

Till  the  flowers  from  dew-drops 
New  existence  sup, 

And  aloft  and  song-happy 
The  lark  soars  up. 

Tenor. 

As  they  were  singing,  upon  their  glee 
Rose  a  soft  and  plaintive  melody  : 


.  Quick  stops  the  dance  its  giddy  round 
V^^yfAH  listene(l t0  fcbe  gentle  si 

Spring-time  comes  again  in 'splendor, 

And  has  called,  Awake,  Awake  ! 

'  What  to  me  can  seasons  tender, 

With  a  heart  so  nigh  to  break  ? 

When  the  maidens  come  caressing, 

And  of  love  their  song  will  be,  * 

Ah  I  poor  roses  miss  the  blessing, 

No  Love-spring  can  bloom  ji^r  me.. 

Fairy  Queen 
Thou  foolish  child ! 

Thou  wishest  then  the  joy  of  love  ; 

Well  for  thee  that  its  sting  and  smarting 
Thou  to  this  hour  didst  never  prove. 

Rose. 

I  could  endure  it,  all  the  woe, 

I  feel  I’m  strong. 

Fairy  Queen. 

Thou,  roselet,  thou? 

Wilt  thou  abandon,  then,  our  realm, 

Where  joy  and  peace  abide  forever  ? 

The  Rose. 

0  let  me  only  be  a  maiden, 

And  love  as  other  maidens  do  ! 

•  .  Fairy  Queen. 

Thou  crav’st  it,  roselet— well,  come  on  ! 

The  maidens  take  the  appellation 
Of  roses,  from  the  tongues  of  men  ; 

And  now  shall  through  thy  transformation 
The  Rose  and  maid  be  one  again. 

And  still  about  thee  thou  shalt  carry 
A  rose  enchanted  for  thy  sake ; 

It  shall  its  wearer  the  possessor 
Of  every  earthly  pleasure  make.  [hand, 

But  mark  thou  well ;  escapes  it  ever  from  thy 
In  that  same  moment  thou  must  perish. 

Yet  sorrow  not ;  a  breath  of  spring  will  back¬ 
ward  blow  thee, 

A  rose  again,  to  thine  old  birth-place. 

Tenor. 

So  ran  the  strain ;  and  now  ’tis  dawn  ; 

A  bird  salutes  the  morning  slumber, 

The  world  awakes  to  new  delight, 

Awakes  anew  to  care  and  cumber, 

And  like  a  flash  have  disappeared, 

The  troops  of  figures  airy, 

A  silver  streak  upon  the  grass, 

Nought  else  of  fay  or  fairy. 

As  one  in  dreams,  the  fair  rose-child, 

Her  eyes  with  wonder  opened  there  ; 

A  fragrant  zephyr,  fresh  and  wild, 
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Strewed  apple-blossoms  in  her  hair  ; 

A  treasured  roselet,  like  the  morn, 

Deep  blushing,  doth  her  breast  adorn. 

Rosa. 

Where  am  I  ? 

Is’t  real  ?  Is’t  a  dream  ? 

No,  no  ;  it  can  no  phantom  be, 

My  heart’s  wish  is  made  good  to  me. 

A  real  maiden,  freely  moving 
I  shall  be  blest,  beloved  and  loving. 

Tenor. 

Straight  up  the  hill  her  steps  are  led 
By  hope  and  fortune  ordered  ; 

A  valley  wide  before  her  spread 
With  woody  ridges  bordered. 

She  soon  arrives  at  the  first  house  and  here 
She  asks  with  courteous  grace  and  accents  clear 
For  shelter. 

Rosa. 

I’m  a  helpless  orphan  maid 
And  all  who  loved  me  an^vitty  the  d?ad. 
Martha y 

Have  you  a  proof  or  sign  to’' show 
That  one  may  trust  in  you? 

Rosa. 

Ah  no ! 

Has  my  poor  prayer  with  you  no  power? 
Martha. 

Compassion’s  fruits  are  often  sour, 

A  house  finds  joys  and  comforts  fewer 
By  taking  in  such  girls  as  you  are. 

,*  Rosa.  ‘  \  .  • 

0  do  receive  me  graciously, 

All  that  you  do  for  me  of  good, 

I  will  repay  with  my  heart’s  blood. 

Martha.  *  ' 

Fair  phrases  cost  but  little  labor, 

Go  beat  the  dcor  of  my  next  neighbor, 

Out,  out! 

Tenor. 

’Twas  the  first  shock  to  Rosa  given, — 

For  pity  she  looks  up  to  heaven ; 

At  evening  twilight  might  be  seen 
Still  wandering  lonely  the  rose-queen. 

And  now  a  small  house  just  descried 
And  solitary,  she  espied. 

Against  the  grave-yard  close  it  leaned 
With  elder  trees  adorned  and  screened. 
Through  open  door-way,  cross  and  stone, 
Touched  by  the  golden  sunset  shone. 

She  entered  in  ;  an  old  man  there 
Bending  his  head  of  silvered  hair, 

And  digging  with  his  spade  in  hand, 

A  grave  in  the  green  land. 

Rosa. 

For  whom  this  deep  and  slendj 
Grave-digger. 

Our  miller’s  daughter  waits' 

Rosa. 

0  my  poor  sister,  deeply  mourned ! 
Grave-digger. 

A  heavy  death,  death  full  of  anguish 
Of  broken  heart  so  long  to  languish. 

Rosa. 

How  must  I  understand  your  saying? 
Grave-digger. 

Who  seeks  for  love  and  finds  betraying, 

A  deadly  wager  has  been  laying ; 

And  can  find  rest, — the  withered  blossom, 

Only  upon  Earth’s  mother-bosom. 

Rosa ,  (aside.) 

Can  faithful  love  bring  such  affliction? 
Grave-digger. 

But  see,  there  slowly  comes  along, 

The  funeral  train  with  wailing  song. 

Chorus. 

As  leaves  on  the  tree, 

As  buds  on  the  spray, 

As  flowers  on  the  lea, 

Which  the  winds  drive  away  ; 

So  wind  and  strife, 

Waste  May’s  sweet  life. 
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Ere  we  think  it, 

Hides  the  grave, 

What  existence 
Dearest  gave. 

Rosa . 

0  sister,  deeply  mourned  ! 

Chorus. 

Upon  thy  early  grave  we  throw 
The  flowers  with  prayers  all  meek  and  low, 
Grave-digger. 

Rest  the  earth  light  on  thee  ! 

Chorus. 

To  the  cold  earth  we  render  up, 

Thee,  all  our  joy  and  all  our  hope. 

Rosa. 

Slumber  soft! 

Chorus. 

Sorrow  with  us  ftom  home  has  come, 

Sorrow  with  us  goes  mourning  home. 

Rosa. 

Rest  soft ! 

Tenor. 

The  last  knell-stroke  has  now  been  tolled, 
The  last  warm  tribute-tears  have  rolled  ; 

The  still  procession  back  has  filed, 

That  had  laid  in  peace  the  miller’s  child. 
E’en  the  sexton  now  has  left  the  spot, 

But.  the  kneeling  maiden  forsakes  it  not. 
Already;  in  the  dark  blue  spaces 
Tl^e’star  trqops  take  their  golden  places. 
rThN>ti§h\litMlen  boughs  the  moon  is  peeping 
As  if  to  find  some  dear  thing  sleeping. 

The  pilgrim  now  from  prayer  arose,. 

And  toward  the  churchyard  gate  she  goes. 

,  Grave-digger. 

Where  .wchfl.dst.thou  go  ?  Damp  is  the  night. 
Rosa. 

The  stars’  bright  beams  will  guide  me  right. 
Grave-digger. 

Think,  child  ;  it  is  a  father’s  warning, 
Within  my  hut  abide  till  morning. 

The  little  that  my  means  can  spare 
Shall  be,  my  child,  thy  share. 

,  o  „  '  Rosa. 

0  thanks'! 'thy- friendly  words  impart, 

A  new  life-pleasure  to  my  heart. 

I  follow  thee  ;  till  morning  shine, 

My  father,  I’ll  be  guest  of  thine. 

Grave-digger. 

Thou  seest  how  plain  my  walls,  and  bare. 
Rosa. 

The  garland  and  white  ribbon  there? 

,  ,  Grave-digger. 

That  more  than  all  my  good3  I  prize  ; 

My  precious  wife  (without  she  lies) 

Wore  in  her  hair  that  ornament, 

As  mine  she  to  the  altar  went. 

But  let  the  dead  repose, 

They’ve  found  the  end  of  woes. 

God  send  us  angel  guards  to  keep 
All  evils  from  us  while  we  sleep. 

Rosa. 

May  they  guard  you  and  all  deservers. 
Grave-digger. 

Sleep  soft ! 

•-  Rosa ,  (Prayer.) 

Thanks,  Lord,  that  there  in  starry  land, 
Thou  leadest  us  with  father-hand, 

And  sheddest  into  sorrow’s  cup, 

A  sweet  and  cooling  heaven-drop. 

Now  give  the  weary,  rest  repairing  ; 

That,  strengthened  for  the  coming  day, 
Whate’er  it  brings,  I  firmly  front  it  may  ! 

(falling  asleep.) 

Will  they  for  me  be  caring? 

Fairy  Chorus. 

Sister  dear, 

Dost  thou  not  in  starlight  hear 
Songs  of  power  ? 
llearest  not  our  bell  notes  fine, 

Rosy  flower  ? 
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Let  not  men  beguile  thee  ; 

Back  to  us,  come  back, 

Try  no  other  track. 

We  alone 

In  our  fairy  empire 
Joy  and  rest. 

Nought  but  pain  and  sorrow 
In  the  human  breast. 

Sister  dear, 

Rings  not  in  thy  dreaming  ear, 

Our  soft  address  ? 

Feel’st  thou  not  in  fair  moonshine 
Our  caress  ? 

Let  not  men  beguile  thee  ; 

Back  to  us,  come  back ! 

Try  no  other  track  ! 

Think’st  thou  joy  inhabits 
Earth’s  rude  bivouac  ? 

In  the  gush  of  weeping, 

Pleasure’s  self  grows  black, 

Roselet,  come  thou  back, 

Try  no  other  track, 

Back,  come  back ! 

PART  SECOND. 

Tenor. 

Within  the  sexton’s  cottage, 

Through  little  window,  dight 
With  ivy-covered  trellis, 

Flows  in  the  morning  light ; 

It  w&kes  with  gentle  greeting 
The  sire,  the  wanderer. 

Rosa. 

Have  thanks  for  all  thy  goodness, 

Now  further  on  I  go, 

But  first,  my  father,  pressing 
Thy  hands  upon  my  head, 

Bestow  on  me  thy  blessing, 

That  I  may  safe  be  led. 

Grave-digger. 

0  happy  and  thrice  happy  they, 

Who  call  thee  truly  daughter  may  ! 

Heed  my  request,  and  follow  me. 

Kind  parents  I  will  find  for  thee. 

Tenor. 

She  sinks,  the  Rose,  upon  his  breast ; 
Her  first  life  joy.  her  heart  possessed. 

Soprano  and  Alto. 

Lo,  the  miller’s  cottage 
Looks  its  trees  between, 

Like  a  home  of  quiet, 

O’er  the  valley  scene. 

There  the  wild  waves  thronging, 

Drive  the  rapid  wheel, 

That  like  lover’s  longing, 

Never  can  be  still. 

In  the  little  garden 
Spring  stands  gaily  dressed, 

Decked  with  freshest  blossoms, 

Locks,  and  crown,  and  breast. 

Greenest  ivy  tendrils, 

Climbing  on  the  wall, 

Spread  their  leafy  net-work 
Deftly  over  all. 

Tenor. 

By  the  old  man  guided, 

With  the  morning  beam, 

Maiden  rose  approaches 
Now  the  Miller’s  stream. 

Grave-digger. 

On  this  low  bank,  with  lime  trees 
O’ershadowed,  wait  for  me. 

Rosa. 

A  blessing  on  thy  steps,  (alone,) 

The  highest  good  beneath  the  heaven, 
The  warmest  wished  may  now  be  given. 
And  shall  then  share  my  joy  and  smart 
The  care  of  a  parental  heart  ? 

Grave-digger. 

Come  in,  dear  child,  be  welcome  now. 
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Miller , 

Is’t  an  illusion?  what?  and  how£ 

Miller's  Wife. 

She’s  like  our  daughter,  every  loo1 
Rosa. 

How  happy  I,  and  wonderstruck 
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Grave-digger. 

Now,  good  my  neighbors,  was  I  right  ? 
Miller. 

All  that  you  said  is  in  our  sight. 
Grave-digger. 

And  say,  is’t  not  a  maiden  rare, 

Most  like  a  rose,  so  soft  and  fair  ? 

Miller. 

From  out  her  eyes  there  speaks  the  sense, 
“  I’m  worthy  of  your  confidence.” 

.  Miller's  Wife. 

In  house  And  bosom  now  fill  on 
The  empty  place  of  her  that’s  gone. 


Quartette.  Rosa. 

0  rapture  !  0  delight  divine  1 
Parental  bosoms  close  to  mine. 

Do  but  to  me  that  place  accord, 

My  heart’s  whole  wealth  is  your  reward. 

Miller  and  Miller's  Wife. 

0  rapture  !  0  delight  divine ! 

Parental  bosoms  close  to  thine, 

That  sacred  place  we  here  accord, 

’  Be  thine  affection  our  reward. 

*  •  Grave-digger. 

0  rapture  !  0  delight  divine  ! 

Parental  bosoms  close  to  thine. 

While  that  dear  place  they  thus  accord, 
For  all  their  griefs  behold  reward. 

Tenor. 

Now  has  the  new-found  daughter  gained 
The  whole  heart  of  the  pair  ; 

And  only  shadows  of  distress 
For  the  home-gone,  are  there. 
Through  all  the  village,  far  and  wide, 
Not  one  has  ill  to  tell ; 

Through  all  the  village,  far  and  wide, 
Not  one  but  loves  her  well. 

Fair  rose-bud,  sighed  out  many  a  heart, 
Sweet  charm  of  all  our  eyes, 

How  blest  were  he  who  could  succeed 
To  win  so  dear  a  prize. 

Cliorus  of  Men. 

Hast  in  the  forest  wandered, 

When  leaves  are  rustling  near  ; 

When  from  the  distant  coppice 
Looks  out  the  listening  deer? 

Hast  in  the  forest  wandered, 

When  at  the  break  of  day, 

All  clad  in  red,  the  fir  tree, 

Stands  in  the  sunbeams’  play  ? 

Hq,st  understood,  and  truly, 

.  The  forest’s  magic  trees, 

its  sweet  and  secret  murmurs, 

And  all  its  melodies  ? 

0  heart,  when  man  deceives  thee, 

And  keeps  not  what  he  spoke  ; 

And  vows  of  love  and  honor, 

Has  basely  loosed  and  broke  ; 

Then  come,  calls  from  the  forest, 

Come  here  unto  my  calm  ; 

My  cool  and  gentle  breathing 
Shall  kiss  thy.  heart  like  balm. 

Hast  in  the  forest  lingered 
When  Eve  is  coming  on, 

And  through  the  darkening  fir  trees 
The  rays  are  well  nigh  gone  ? 

Hast  in  the  forest  lingered 
When  round  the  tender  leaves 
The  moon  her  pensive  splendor 
Like  silver  fillets  weaves  ? 

Hast  thou,  to  that  deep  bosom 
Of  kindly  nature  pressed, 

To  heaven  with  solemn  gladness 
Thy  vesper  prayer  addressed  ? 

0  heart,  when  man  is  cruel, 

And  deadly  wounds  has  dealt, 

Then  tell  the  pitying  forest 
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The  anguish  thou  hast  felt. 

Then,  0,  from  out  its  shadows, 

From  out  its  mystic  sheen, 

Thd  trust  inspiring  angels 
Will  enter  softly  in. 

Alto  Solo. 

Within  the  wood  stood  leaning 
Against  the  old  oak  tree, 

The  young  son  of  the  forester ; 

As  in  a  dream  stood  he. 

Enamored  of  the  miller’s  child 
As  no  one  ever  more, 

He  wanders  now  in  sweetest  trance, 
With  love-joy  brimming  o’er ; 

And  asks  the  high  star-posies, 

And  asks  them  every  day, 

Nor  can  the  ‘‘  Yes,”  accredit  it, 
Whate’er  their  signs  may  say. 

Duett  /  ^  ' 

The  evening  slumber 
Wraps  plain  and  steep  ; 

But  love  thoughts  cumber, 

Rose  finds  no  sleep. 

She  looks  abroad 
Where  the  moonlight  streams ; 
Brings  up  her  lover, 

And  pines  and  dreams. 

There  rings  his  song 
From  out  the  wood  ; 

Her  heart’s  spring-pulse^ 

Makes  echo  good.  //'? 

Max.  / 

I  know  a  roselet  blooming 
Beneath  the  warm  spring-shine. 
Might  I  but  ask  the  question, 

“  Sweet  rose  wilt  thou  be  mine  ?  ” 
And  when  I  come  to  ask  it, 

It  looks  so  kindly  on  : 

But  in  that  very  instant 
My  courage  is  all  gone. 

Says  not  thy  heart  within  thee 
Thou  rose,  all  spring  to  see  ; 

“  I’ll  never  wed  another 
His  only  will  I  be?  ” 

Rosa. 

Sleep  well,  my  dearest  singer  thou 
For  thee  thy  Rose  is  fair, 

But  0  come  soon  thy  love  to  speak, 
And  all  my  own  to  share. 

For  thee  the  rose  is  blooming, 

Be  thou  my  spring-time  glow, 

Come  wake  me  with  thy  kisses, 
From  out  my  winter  snow. 

Chorus. 

0  happy  time  wheu  in  the  breast 
Love  first  awakes  and  dreams, 

And  morning  bright  the  countenance 
With  all  its  rapture  beams.  _ 

0  happy  time !  /A 

Bass  Solo.  wu 
Who  comes  on  Sunday  morning 
In  festal  green  arrayed  ! 

The  young  son  of  the  forester 
To  wed  his  fair  rose-maid. 

And  when  the  Miller  asks  her, 

“  What  would  my  darling  say  ?  ” 

Her  face  within  his  bosom 
She  blushing  hides  away  ; 

And  with  both  arms  embraces 
The  lover  whom  she  chose. 

So  round  the  oak  the  ivy 
Its  clasping  tendiils  throws. 

Duett. 

Hey,  Mill  of  mills  the  dearest, 

How  fine  thy  look  to-day  ! 

Decked  out  with  flowers,  thou  wearest 
A  Sunday  best  array. 

Along  thy  very  gable 
The  garlands  do  not  fail ; 

So  gladly  hast  thou  never 
Looked  down  upon  the  vale. 

Hey,  wood  stream,  how  well  mannered 
Thy  foaming  waters  run  ! 

Where  now  the  mill-wheel  clatter? 
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No  work  by  this  day’s  sun  ? 

Hey  fellows,  my  good  fellows. 

How  smart  you’re  looking  here  ! 

You  wear  adorned  with  ribbons 
Your  brightest  Sunday  gear. 

Around  your  new  hats  blossom 
The  posies  white  and  red, 

And  jauntily  you  set  them 
Aslant  upon  your  head. 

Hey  fellows,  ’tis  a  work-day 
And  you’ve  its  orders  broke, 

Why  rests  the  working  mill-wheel  ? 

Why  rest  ye.  working  folk  ? 

Chorus. 

What  mean  these  horns  a-blowing, 

When  scarce  the  night  is  o’er  ? 

What  brings  these  little  gatherings 
About  the  chamber  door  ? 

Wedding  is  preparing, 

Word  of  such  sweet  price. 

Little  key  to  open 
Marriage  Paradise. 

Wedding  is  preparing, 

Roselet,  up,  away  ! 

Gladly  hail  its  rising, 

Thy  last  maiden  day. 

The  church  bells  now  are  ringing, 

Before  the  Holy  Rood, 

The  full  truth  is  completing 
The  first  fair  dream  of  good. 

The  true  hearts’  bond  is  hallowed 
By  priestly  signs  and  words  ; 

The  vow  of  true  affection 
Eternity  records. 

The  house  of  the  miller 
With  music  is  sounding, 

The  feet  of  the  rustics 
Are  whirling  and  bounding, 

The  glasses  are  ringing, 
u  Huzza  ”  is  the  cry. 

The  floors  of  the  miller 
Are  heaving  and  trembling, 

They  crowd  and  they  jostle, 

In  motley  assembling ; 

They  shout  and  sing  “  Huzza  !  ” 

Hey,  bridegroom  and  bride. 

Tenor. 

And  when  a  twelvemonth  had  come  round, 
Fair  Roselet  had  a  rosebud  found  ; 

It  lies  by  tenderest  love  caressed, 

With  clear  blue  eyes  on  mother’s  breast ; 

It  laughs,  its  little  hands  outreaching, 

As  after  mother’s  fondness  reaching. 

She  then  in  fervid,  thankful  mood, 

Looked  through  her  tears  to  bless  her  God  ; 
Took  out  the  rose,  and  trembling  set 
In  that  baby  hand  her  life’s  amulet. 

Rosa. 

Take  here  my  charm,  thou  little  heart, 

While  homeward  happy  I  depart ; 

Mine  was  the  earth's  best  happiness, 

No  other  joy  comes  after  this. 

Farewell,  my  child  ; — thou,  husband  true; — 
My  pilgrim  path  is  travelled  through. 

I  leave  without  a  shade  of  woe, 

For  at  my  joy’s  full  height  I  go. 

Not  wan  or  dark,  do  I  lie  dead, 

’Tis  death  that’s  full  of  morning-red. 

Tenor. 

And  as  she  thus  so  gently  speaks, 

Spring  light  fades  out  from  eyes  and  cheeks. 

Angel  Chorus. 

Roselet, 

Not  to  thy  roses  bright, 

To  us  and  higher  light, 

Soar  thou  away : 

That  thou  may’st  see 
From  heights  of  heaven, 

How  thy  tender  bud 
Blooms  and  expands ; 

Which  one  day  thou’lt  welcome, 

When  it  shall  briDg  thee 
Thy  rose  back,  unpolluted, 

Welcome  be  thou, 

Rose  the  beloved. 
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.1  Praise  JJefjofoafj,  (Lauda  Sion,)  a  Cantata  for  Solos  and 
Chorus, . Mendelssohn. 

Chorus.  Praise  Jehovah,  bow  before  Him, 

O  be  joyful,  saints  adore  Him, 

In  chorus  His  deeds  proclaim. 

He  is  mighty  in  creation, 

He  is  good  in  His  salvation, 

Ever  magnify  His  name. 

By  his  providence  directed, 

We  are  guided  and  protected, 

We  receive  our  daily  bread; 

He  sustaineth  all  that  liveth, 

All  that  we  enjoy  he  giveth, 

From  his  hand  we  all  are  fed. 

Soprano  Solo^  Cho.  Sing  of  judgment,  sing  of  mercies,  ^  '  '  £?/-■ 

Bless  the  Lord  in  sacred  verses, 

Praise  his  name  in  holy  mirth; 

For  He  sitteth  between  the  cherubim  ; 

Let  the  people  tremble  and  worship  Him, 

Ere  He  cometh  to  judge  the  earth. 

Quartett.  Ye,  who  from  His  ways  have  turned, 

Ye,  who  His  commands  have  spurned, 

Come  and  His  commands  obey. 

Sinners,  when  he  draweth  near, 

They,  like  darkness,  disappear. 

Lost  in  light,  like  night  in  day. 

But  the  righteous,  who  revere  Him, 

Shall  remain  forever  near  Him, 

Evermore  before  His  face. 

Chorus.  They,  that  through  much  tribulation, 

Waited  here  His  great  salvation, 

Heav’n  shall  be  his  dwelling-place. 

There,  with  saints  and  angels,  blending 
Hallelujahs  never  ending, 

All  their  grief  shall  turn  to  joy  ; 

Joy,  that  shall  be  never  ceasing, 

Everlasting,  still  increasing, 

Happiness  without  alloy. 

They  that  served  the  Lord  with  gladness, 

In  this  world  of  care  and  sadness, 

There  shall  rest,  forever  blest. 

Soprano  Solo.  Lord,  at  all  times,  I  will  bless  Thee, 

And  in  songs  of  praise  address  Thee  ; 

Yea,  my  soul  shall  boast  in  Thee  ; 

Let  the  humble  gladly  hear  me, 

Let  the  godly  gather  near  me, 

And  exalt  Thy  name  with  me. 


When  the  poor  man  wept  and  craved, 

When  in  trouble  he  was  saved, 

When  he  cried,  he  was  heard. 

Come  ye  children,  bow  in  duty ; 

Radiant,  everlasting  beauty 

Crowneth  them  that  fear  the  Lord. 

Taste  and  see  the  Lord  is  gracious, 

Bounteous  as  the  heav’ns  are  spacious ; 

Taste  and  see  the  Lord  is  good  : 

He  that  feedeth  every  lion, 

Will  not  let  a  child  of  Zion 
Droop  and  die  for  lack  of  food. 

Chorus .  Bless  the  people  who  adore  Thee, 

Let  the  wicked  fly  before  Thee, 

O  shame  them  and  break  their  bows  ! 

When  the  godless  gather  round  us, 

Let  no  hostile  arrows  wound  us; 

Save  the  righteous  from  their  foes  ! 

Smite  the  wicked,  guard  and  Watch  us, 

Rend  the  nets  they  spread  to  catch  us ; 

Save  the  righteous  &c. 

When  Thy  people  were  enslaved, 

Thou  didst  thunder,  they  were  saved, 

Thou  didst  rend  their  bonds  asunder, 

Egypt  trembled  at  Thy  might. 

When  through  dangers  they  were  guided, 

Thou  didst  lead  them,  thou  didst  feed  them, 

When  in  deserts  they  resided 
Thou  didst  guard  them,  day  and  night. 

Seas  divided,  through  the  waters 

Thou  didst  lead  and  save  their  sons  and  daughters 

Quartett  3$  Chorus.  When  they  thirsted,  rocks  were  riven, 

When  they  hungered,  bread  was  given. 

Bread  of  angels  fell  from  heaven  ; 

From  the  dry  land  sprang  a  well. 

On  the  desert  manna  fell ! 

Thou  didst  free  them  from  oppressions, 

Thou  didst  give  them  their  possessions, 

•  Thou  didst  pardon  their  transgressions. 

When  they  sat  in  tribulation, 

In  the  midst  of  desolation, 

They  were  still  Thy  chosen  nation. 

Lord  in  mercy  still  protect  us, 

While  we  sojurn  here,  direct  us, 

Guide  us  through  this  barren  vale ! 

Hence  to  verdant  pastures  lead  us, 

There  beside  still  waters  feed  us  ; 

And  when  passing  Jordan’s  river, 

Shield  our  souls  from  Satan’s  quiver, 

Lest  the  gates  of  hell  prevail ! 

Hear,  0  Lord,  our  supplication, 

Shew  Thy  mercy  in  salvation ! 

Save  thy  people,  O  protect  us, 

While  we  sojurn  here,  direct  us, 

Till  in  glory  we  adore  Thee  ! 

Amen ! 


. Gade. 

Mendelssohn. 


3.  (Efje  23tJ  ^Paaltn  :  (“  The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd,”) 


3.  3Efje  23tJ  ^jigalm :  (“  The  Lord  is  my 


Quartette  for  two  Soprani  and  two  Alti, 


4.  ^r^!3oner0,  ©{jonts,  from  “  Fidelio,” 


..Schubert. 

Beethoven. 


Parker. 


Gade. 


6.  elections  from  “  St.  Paul,” 


Mendelssohn. 


Aria,  Soprano  — “  Jerusalem !  thou  that  killest  the  Prophets,  and  stonest 
them  which  are  sent  unto  thee !  How  often  would  I  have  gathered  unto  thee 
thy  children,  and  ye  would  not !  ” 

Chorus. — “  How  lovely  are  the  messengers  that  preach  us  the  gospel  of  Peace ! 
To  all  the  nations  is  gone  forth  the  sound  of  their  words.” 

Recitative  and  Aria,  Alto  Solo. — “  And  he  journeyed  with  companions  toward 
Damascus,  and  had  authority  and  command  from  the  High  Priest  that  he  might 
bring  them  bound,  men  and  women,  unto  Jerusalem. 

But  the  Lord  is  mindful  of  His  own.  He  remembers  His  children.  Bow  down 
before  Him,  ye  mighty,  for  the  Lord  is  near  us!  ” 

Chorus. — “  Rise  !  up  !  arise!  rise  and  shine!  For  thy  light  comes,  and  the 
glory  of  the  Lord  riseth  bright  upon  thee.  Behold  !  now  total  darkness 
covereth  the  kingdoms,  gross  darkness  the  People.  But  upon  thee  riseth  the 
mighty  Lord  ;  the  glory  of  the  Lord  appeareth  upon  thee. 


Chorale. — Sleepers,  wake  !  a  voice  is  calling, 


It  is  the  watchman  on  the  walls ; 
Thou  city  of  Jerusalem  ! 


For  lo  !  the  Bridegroom  comes ! 
Arise,  and  take  your  lamps  ! 


Hallelujah ! 


Awake !  His  kingdom  is  at  hand ; 
Go  forth  to  meet  your  Lord ! 


Mr.  J.  C.  D.  Parker’s  singing  Club  again  treat¬ 
ed  their  friends,  last  Tuesday  evening,  at  Chicker- 
ing’s,  to  a  feast  of  chqruses  (with  solos),  and  part- 
!  songs,  admirably  selected  and  admirably  sung.  His 
choir  of  nearly  forty  voices,  all  fresh,  musical  and 
/  telling,  have  been  trained  to  excellent  ensemble  and 
j  they  all  sing  con  amove.  The  concert  opened  with 
j  Mendelssohn’s  Lauda  Sion,  one  of  his  latest  eomposi- 
t'ons,  which  was  sung  in  a  very  singable  English  ver¬ 
sion.  The  choruses,  full  of  grandeur  and  dramatic 
power,  came  out  nobly  ;  the  two  soprano  solos  were 
simply,  sweetly,  clearly  sung  by  a  pure  soprano 
voice,  and  the  quartet  was  beautiful.  A  brace  of 
part-songs  followed  :  “Autumn  Song”  bv  Gade,  and 
“Yale  of  Rest”  by  Mendelssohn,  both  sn<g  to  a 
charm.  Then  came  Schubert's  Psalm  :  “The  Lord 
is  mv  Shepherd,”  for  four  female  voices,  a  right  re¬ 
freshing  thing  to  have  revived  again.  Then  the  won¬ 
derful  Prisoners’  Chorus  from  Fidelio,  in  which  the 
male  voices  were  very  effective,  the  voluminous  deep 
bass  of  one  of  the  gentlemen  supplying  a  grand  six¬ 
teen-foot  ground  tone  (to  speak  in  organ  dialect).  Two 
more  charming  part-songs  :  “Water  Lily”  by  Gade, 
and  Heine’s  “The  sea  hath  its  pearls,”  set  by  Mr. 

I  Parker;  and  then  the  concert  closed  with  selections 
from  St.  Paid  :  the  soprano  aria,  “Jerusalem,”  sung 
by  Miss  Houston  in  her  best  style  ;  the  chorus, 
“How  lovely  are  the  Messengers  the  alto  recitative 
and  air,  “But  the  Lord  is  mindful,”  so  truthfully  and 
nobly  sung,  and  with  such  substantial,  rich  tone,  by 
by  IJJrs.  Carv^jfjtat  it  had  to  he  repeated  ;  and  final¬ 
ly  td's. startling,  splendid  chorus,  “Rise  up  !  arise  and 
shine  !”  and  the  Chorale,  “Sleepers,  wake  !”  It  is 
a  privilege  to  listen  to  such  amateur  singing  as 
that ;  how  much  greater  privilege  to  take  a  part 
j  in  it  !  '  jHtn  r  QjLf, 


IP  m  (DM  A  Bunn, 


Bach. 


1.  dUfioral, 


Grant,  Lord,  that  I  with  zeal 
May  do  what  thou  shalt  bid  me. 
In  whatsoever  path 
Thy  guiding  hand  shall  lead  me. 
Grant,  too,  that  I  perform 
In  season  Thy  behest ; 

And  when  my  work  is  o’er, 

Thy  blessing  on  it  rest. 


2.  gear's  £ons, 


Schumann. 


0  hark  !  iron-tongued  comes  a  warning  :  attend ! 

A  year  in  its  circle  has  come  to  an  end. 

Ye  gay  pleasure-seekers,  lift  high  ringing  beakers, 

In  joy  to  the  New  Year  a  welcome  extend. 

In  darkness  begotten,  majestic  in  might, 

It  steps  from  the  portals  of  life  into  light ! 

Those  symbols  of  warning,  thy  scutcheon  adorning, 

What  say  they?  what  fate  art  thou  shaping  in  night? 

See  !  brothers,  the  old  year  sinks  into  the  grave ! 

It  stealthily  creeps  into  earth’s  open  cave  ! 

And  grim  shadows  follow  down  into  the  hollow, 

Enrobed  in  light  tissues  that  flutter  and  wave. 

Till  late  thou  hast  ruled  us  in  joy  and  in  pride ; 

Now  purple  and  crown  art  thou  laying  aside. 

Thou  proudly  hast  worn  them,  and  cruelly  borne  them, 
But  courage  and  life  in  our  hearts  yet  abide. 

Thy  kingdom  is  ended,  thy  life  passed  away  ; 

Put  from  thee  thy  sceptre  and  royal  array  ; 

The  young  king  stands  ready,  with  arm  strong  and  steady, 
Thy  rod  with  the  freedom  of  manhood  to  sway. 


Hail !  sovereign  commander  and  ruler  of  all ! 

Our  king  for  a  twelvemonth,  we  come  at  thy  call ! 

We  come  to  adore  thee,  bow  humbly  before  thee, 

And  low  at  thy  footstool  in  reveience  to  fall. 

See,  brothers,  behold  him  with  firm  step  and  bold, 

His  'rame  set  securely  in  strong  iron  mould  ! 

And  tell  us  what  token  is  there  clearly  spoken, 

What  signs  of  the  monarch  his  features  unfold. 

They  glow  as  with  fire,  they  frown  as  with  care, 

They  bid  us  for  struggle,  not  pleasure,  prepare  ; 

Of  hardship  they  tell  us,  to  suff ’ring  impel  us, 

Perchance  they  deceive  us,  yet  courage  !  beware ! 

How  fruitful  in  project !  how  zealous  for  deed ! 

That  counsel  of  mystery,  0  !  could  we  but  read  1 
The  plan  is  maturing  ;  be  firm  for  enduring, 

And  learn  well  to  labor  ere  cometh  the  need. 

0  prince  !  thou  art  risen  a  monarch  to-day  ! 

For  thee  ’tis  to  govern,  for  us  to  obey  ! 

We  wait  every  motion  in  humble  devotion  ; 

Go,  lead  us  with  strong  arm, — go,  rule  and  repay  ! 

To  brave  deeds  conduct  us,  let  battles  be  fought, 

With  wounds  and  with  struggles  let  laurels  be  bought ! 
When  thou,  thy  course  ended,  the  throne  hast  descended, 
Memory  shall  tell  us  of  victory  wrought. 

Join,  brothers,  the  circle,  our  wishes  are  one  ; 

This  tie  that  hath  bound  us  shall  ne’er  be  undone  ! 

And  if  we  must  sever,  the  world  shall  know  ever 
Ilow  firmly  each  standeth  himself,  though  alone. 

With  heart  and  hand  and  tongue  let  praise  to  God  be  given, 
Who  mighty  things  hath  done  for  us  and  for  all  time, 

Who  ever  was  and  is,  and  shall  be  evermore. 


Hail !  hail !  hail ! 

3.  a.  ©ffjcrtortum,  (Lauda  anima,) . Hauptmann. 

b.  ^unltrtjg;  SjOitij, . . . Mendelssohn. 


Thro’  soft  swaying  branches  the  morn’s  golden  light 
Shines  over  the  valley,  yet  shadowed  in  night. 

Far  off  from  the  castle  the  wood-horn’s  note 
And  neigh  of  the  horses  hither  float. 

Now  meadow  and  lake  and  the  cloud-spotted  sky 
But  flash  on  the  sight  as  the  chase  rushes  by. 

Now  darkness  again  hides  the  hunter’s  way. 

0  love !  0  rapture  !  I  cannot  stay. 

Ever  onward  and  onward  the  echoes  stray 
O’er  forest  and  woodland  away,  where  away  ? 

What  life  giving  freshness  morn's  odors  impart ! 
Loud  rustle  the  tree- tops,  high  swells  the  heart. 


(3) 


4.  Comala.  Subject  from  Ossian.  Music  by . Gade. 

Comala,  the  daughter  of  Sarno,  king  of  Innistore,  so  says  tradition,  entertained  a 
violent  passion  for  Fingal,  king  of  Morven.  Fingal  returned  her  love  ;  and  Comala,  clad 
as  a  warrior,  followed  him  in  an  expedition  against  Caracul,  king  of  Lochlin.  On  the  day 
of  the  battle,  on  the  shores  of  the  Carun,  Fingal  leaves  her  on  a  height  whence  she  can 
overlook  the  fight,  and  promises  if  victorious  to  return  at  evening.  Comala,  full  of  anxious 
forebodings,  awaits  Fingal’s  return.  Amid  the  bowling  of  the  storm,  the  spirits  of  the 
fathers  appear  to  her,  as  they  move  toward  the  battle-field  to  conduct  to  their  home  the 
souls  of  the  fallen  ;  she  imagines  the  battle  lost,  aud  Fingal  slain.  Overcome  with  grief, 
Comala  dies. — Fingal  returns  victorious,  with  songs  of  triumph,  and  learns  from  her  weep¬ 
ing  maidens  the  death  of  his  beloved ;  lamenting,  he  bids  the  Bards  praise  her  in  song, 
and  with  her  attendants  to  waft  her  departing  soul  with  hymns  to  the  abodes  of  the  fathers. 


INTRODUCTION. 

Chorus  of  Bards  and  Warriors 
Onion!  the  standard  upraise, 

Fingal  to  victory  leads, 

Follow  the  brave  king  of  Morven. 

Fall  upon  Caracul’s  armies 
Like  spirits  of  upper  air, 

Follow  the  king  of  the  Lances, 

Challenge  the  foemen  to  the  fight, 

Death  must  ye  fear  not,  fear  only  flight. 
Hear  the  voices  of  the  fathers ! 

Loud  peals  the  horn — on  to  the  fight ! 

Ere  morning  dawns  shall  Caracul  fall 
Before  the  brave  king  of  Morven. 

I  Fingal. — Yet  to-day  will  I  destroy  this 
proud  king’s  might ;  this  day  his  blood  shall 
mingle  with  Carun’s  limpid  waters  ;  the  hills 
the  dreadful  shout  reecho,  when  he  and  all 
his  host  in  battle  perish.  As  leaf  by  the 
wind,  before  mine  arm  the  foe  shall  scatter. 
iComala!  ere  yet  the  night  is  ended,  I  will 
|return  to  thee.  Farewell  thou  beloved!  fear 
thee  not,  for  I  am  in  league  with  Victory 
and  with  Love.  Ere  yet  the  morning  dawns 
[shall  Caracul  fall,  and  I  return  to  thee. 

Comala. — Farewell,  thou  light  of  my  soul ! 
there  is  no  ray  my  path  to  illumine :  all 
around  me  is  veiled  in  night.  0  Fingal, 
may  the  fathers  protect  thee ;  and  fall’st 
thou,  then  here  upon  this  mountain  I  die. 
Farewell ! 

Chorus  of  Warriors. 

Onion!  the  standard  upraise, 

Fingal  to  victory  leads, 

Follow  the  brave  king  of  Morven. 
Challenge  the  foemen,  &c.  &c. 

Comala  —  My  hopes,  my  fond  dreams  are 
all  departed,  and  nought  but  peril  remaios. 
0. dreadful  is  the  stillness;  nothing  I  hear, 
nought  but  the  distant  stream  that  yonder 
murmurs  ;  nothing  I  see  save  dark  and 
frowning  clouds  that  lower  in  the  heavens. 
My  hopes,  my  fond  dreams  are  all  departed. 

Dersagrena ,  Melicoma  and  Chorus  of  Vir¬ 
gins.—  Sorrow  not,  why  art  thou  weeping? 
Fingal  yet  lives,  the  brave.  0  why  dost 
thou  tremble  for  him,  who  no  fear  doth 
know  ?  0  sorrow  not ! 


Comala. — My  hopes,  my  fond  dreams  are 
all  departed ! 

Dersagrena. — See !  yonder  sits  Comala,  and 
gazes  into  the  vale  where  they  were  march¬ 
ing  ;  sorrow  ajad  doubt  her  eye  doth  sadden. 
Come,  Melicoma,  and  strive  with  your  song 
to  cheer  her  spirit. 

Melicoma. — So  let  us  then  sing  her  a  song 
of  Fingal’s  exploits,  till  echo  come  from  the 
hills  of  Morven. 

Ballad. — Dersagrena. 

From  Lochlin  came  to  battle 
Suarau  the  haughty  knight ; 

Over  the  rolling  billow 
On  Morven’s  plain  to  fight. 

For  Fingal’s  life-blood  thirsting, 

He  vowed  revenge  to  take, 

And  came  for  land  and  sceptre 
With  him  the  lance  to  break. 

Melicoma  and  Chorus  of  Virgins. 

0  hear’st  thou,  Comala,  what  Fingal  hath 
done, 

Whom  foe  ne’er  yet  hath  vanquished? 
Dersagrena. 

The  storm  raged  over  rhe  mountain, 

The  storm  raged  over  the  plain, 

Suaran,  in  jewelled  armor. 

Sought  the  brave  king  of  Morven. 

High  on  the  mountain,  all  armed, 

Stood  Fingal,  a  flash  in  the  night ; 

Came  king  Suaran  to  meet  him, 

All  ready  was  he  to  fight. 

Chorus. — 0  hear’st  thou,  Comala,  &c. 
Dersagrena. 

As  sinks  the  moon  in  the  waters, 

So  sank  bereft  of  life  4 

The  king,  his  blood  fist  flowing, 

And  bitterly  rued  the  strife. 

They  fled  like  deer  o’er  the  meadow, 
Pursued  by  the  huntsman  bold  ; 

For  there  in  his  jewelled  armor 
Lay  he  all  dead  and  cold. 

Chorus. — 0  hear’st  thou,  Comala,  &c. 

Comala. — Still  !  all  now  is  hush’d,  no 
sound  is  heard,  save  the  roar  of  the  stream  ; 
darkness  veils  the  mountain  heights.  See 
there,  Melicoma,  what  is’t  near  yonder  wood, 


that  so  quickly  moves?  0!  woe  is  me! 
it  not  one  of  Fingal’s  warriors  ? 

Melicoma. — 0  banish  thine  anxious  vision. 
’Tis  a  deer  thou  seest,  swift  darting  through 
the  vale. 

Cornala, — See  ye  the  pale  moving  shadows 
giant-like?  See  how  they’re  hovering  o'er 
us.  The  lightning  did  reveal  their  awful 
forms  approaching. 

Dersagrena. — 0  Cornala,  what  thou  seest 
are  no  spirit  forms,  but  rocky  cliffs  illumed 
by  the  lightning’s  flash. 

Cornala. — Where  art  thou,  Fingal  ?  All 
around  me  night  draweth  on.  Hear  ye  not 
wild  distant  tumult,  the  cry  of  woe,  the 
clash  of  armor  ?  They  fly  now,  they  come  in 
their  hurried  flight. 

Dersagrena  §  Melicoma. — It  is  the  storm 
amid  the  tree-tops  howling,  and  from  the 
distant  hills  the  echoes  answer. 

/  Cornala. — Say  why,  0  wave,  is  thy  stream 
I  crimson’d  in  blood  ?  Lone  are  thy  shores 
|  now  and  forsaken ;  slumbers  Fingal  the 
1  brave?  0  daughter  of  night',  look  down 
\  from  thy  throne  in  the  sky,  that  I  may  see 
i  by  thy  bright  ray  the  glitter  of  his  corslet. 
/Or  else,  shalt  thou,  0  death,  be  welcome. 
\Thou  light  of  the  fathers,  come  and  show  me 
jthe  hero  in  death  reposing 
J  Chorus  of  Virgins. — Madly  rages  the  storm 
f  — come,  let  us  fly,  ere  death  o’ertake  us  in 
I  the  lightning’s  flash.  See  how  the  pale  sha- 
\  dows  of  the  slain  are  gliding  by  ;  woe  to  us, 
\when  the  conquering  foe  shall  approach. 

Chorus  of  Spirits. 

We  wander  in  the  storm  o’er  plain, 

Thro’  cloud  and  mist  our  pathway  leads  us ; 
We  guide  them  to  the  fathers’  home, 

The  heroes  in  the  battle  fallen, 

Where  the  battle  joined 
In  valley,  on  height, 

There  rest  we  and  call  them, 

There  summon,  and  welcome 
Each  one  that  falls. 

Cornala. 

IYe  spirits  of  the  fathers, 

Tell  me  each  one  that  falls, 

But  Fingal  not. 

What  whisper  they  ?  what  say  they  ? 

Oh  woe  !  he  hath  fallen,  he  is  no  more. 

0  why,  ye  spirits,  appear  ye  to  me  ? 

Chorus  of  Spirits. 

The  battle's  rage  is  past  and  o’er, 

In  combat  fell  the  warrior  prince, 

And  now  his  sha^e  is  homeward  fleeing. 

Cornala. 

0  would  I  were  sitting  by  Carun’s  waters, 

0  that  I  my  tears  with  its  wave  might  min- 
Full  of  sorrow,  in  youth  now  I  follow  [gle  ; 
Thee  to  the  grave  where  thou  sleepest. 

Shade  of  Fingal,  that  dwell’st  in  the  clouds, 
Hover  o'er  me !  0  come  ! 

Cornala  follows  thee ! 

Chorus  of  Warriors. 

Escaped  is  the  foe’s  wild  tumult, 

His  steed  treads  no  more  on  the  mountain, 
Before  Fingal’s  arm  they  have  fled. 

As  thunder  doth  roll  in  the  heavens, 

As  o’er  the  plain  howls  the  tempest, 


So  raged  in  his  fury  Morven. 

From  the  hills  comes  the  glad  shout  of  vic¬ 
tory  ! 

And  armor  ’gainst  armor  is  clashing, 

All  stained  in  Caracul’s  blood. 

Chorus  of  Virgins. 

0  cease  your  song  of  triumph  now, 

Ye  knights  of  Fingal,  still,  0  still ! 

The  foe  hath  fled  before  your  arm, — 

But  mourn  for  us  and  you  ! 

Fingal. 

Why  doth  your  song  thus  lament? 

The  foe  hath  fled  before  mine  arm  ! 

The  battle  sing  by  Carun’s  flood, 

Till  echo  reach  yon  mountain’s  height, 
Where  Cornala  waits  for  me. 

Chorus. 

0  cease  thy  song  of  triumph  now, 

For  ne’er  shalt  thou  see  Cornala  ! 

In  grief  for  thee  her  spirit  fled, 

0  mourn  for  us  and  you  ! 

Fingal. 

0  Cornala ! 

The  foe  hath  fled  before  mine  arm, 

The  storm  is  o’er,  the  sun  breaks  forth  ; 
But  thou,  light  of  my  soul, 

0  Cornala,  art  lying  dead  and  cold 
In  the  grave. 

Let  me  see  now  my  beloved, 

Show  me  where  the  fair  one  sleeps ; 

Pale  and  lifeless  is  she  now, 

Whom  I  so  dearly  loved. 

Chorus. — 0  mourn ! 

Fingal. 

0  would  thou  mightst  live  as  once  thou 
didst  live, 

Would  I  might  hear  the  gentle  tones 
Of  thy  voice,  0  Cornala ! 

Chorus. — 0  mourn,  mourn  Cornala! 

Fingal. 

O’er  the  mountain  must  I  wander, 
Forsaken  day  and  night ! 

No  more  thro’  the  forest  shalt  thou  walk, 
No  more  by  the  mountain  stream. 

Chorus.— -0  mourn  ! 

Fingal. — 0  would  thou  mightst  live,  &c. 
Chorus. — 0  mourn,  mourn  Cornala! 
Fingal. 

Strike  now  your  harp-strings,  and  raise 
your  song, 

Sing,  ye  maids  of  Morni,  sing,  ye  bards, 
Comala’s  praise  ;  waft  her  with  song 
Above  to  the  fathers’ dwelling. 

Chorus  of  Bards  and  Virgins. 

From  their  cloud-home  above, 

Spirits  ancestral  are  watching, 

And  lightnings  around  her  are  flashing. 
When  resounds  o’er  the  meadow  her  call  ? 
When  comes  she  for  the  chase  from  the 
mountain  ? 

Moonbeams  are  bearing  aloft 
The  soul  of  the  maiden  ; 

Send  us  thine  image  in  visions  bright. 

And  lighten  our  sorrow  ; 

Comfort  our  sorrowing  hearts. 

Borne  on  the  moonbeams,  now  arises 
The  soul  of  the  maiden  departing  ; 

The  shades  of  the  fathers  are  calling. 


(M 


Mr.  J.  C.  D.  Parker’s  Club.  The  annual  vo¬ 
cal  concert  given  by  this  club  of  amateurs  to  their  in¬ 
vited  friends  has  become  one  of  the  institutions,  al¬ 
ways  looked  forward  to  with  a  peculiar  interest.  This 
year  it  occurred  on  Monday  evening,  Jan.  1st,  and 
was  repeated  on  the  8th.  The  Chickering  room  was 
crowded.  The  choir  is  larger,  more  perfectly  bal¬ 
anced,  and  in  more  admirable  training  than  ever  be¬ 
fore  ;  in  truth  we  think  we  scarcely  ever  heard  a  finer 
ensemble  than  that  of  these  forty  or  more  well  select¬ 
ed  voices.  The  opening  piece,  a  Choral  by  Baoh, 
was  richly  sonorous,  clear  and  even  in  all  the  parts, 
and  set  a  good  stamp  on  the  thing  from  the  begin¬ 
ning.  The  “New  Year’s  Song”  by  Schumann,  a 
lengthy  composition  to  a  long  string  of  verses,  was 
full  of  interesting  bits,  but  seemed  to  us  indefinite 
and  unsatisfactory  in  form,  without  sustained  inspira¬ 
tion  or  progress  ;  not  one  of  his  stronger  works.  It 
was  exceedingly  well  sung  and  well  accompanied  by 
Mr.  Parker  on  the  grand  piano  ;  the  bits  of  solo,  male 
and  female,  were  really  artistic.  An  Offertorium 
(Lauda  anima),  by  Hauptmann,  pleased  as  a  good 
solid,  elegant  church  composition.  But  what  stole 
all  hearts  away,  and  had  to  be  repeated,  was  the  ex¬ 
quisite  and  airy  rendering  of  the  “Hunting  Song”  by 
Mendelssohn . 

Cade’s  “Comala,”  subject  from  Ossian,  sung  by 
the  Club  two  years  ago,  formed  the  second  part  of 
the  concert.  We  were  more  impressed  bv  its  peculiar 
romantic  beauty  this  time  than  before.  The  coloring 
and  atmosphere  are  somewhat  monotonous,  to  be 
sure,  but  it  fastens  upon  you  by  a  poetic  spell,  a 
sometime  bard-like,  shadowy,  antique  and  vast.  The 
heroic  shape  of  Fingal  stands  out  boldly  and  sub¬ 
limely  in  the  music  ;  and  most  artistically  .  and  feel¬ 
ingly  was  this  part  rendered  by  Mr.  Wetherbee. 
The  part  of  Comala  was  sung  with  expression  and  re-j 
finement,  and  Miss  Houston  in  the  part  of  the  com¬ 
panion  maiden  entered  fully  into  the  spirit  of  the  mu¬ 
sic.  But  the  great  impression  was  made  by  the  dur  • 
cacy  and  sweetness  with  which  the  female  choruses 
were  sung  ;  by  the  grandeur  of  the  sonorous  basses 
and  tenors  in  the  choruses  of  bards  and  warriors:  and 
above  $11  by  the  wild,  mysterious  chorus  of  spirits 
guiding  the  souls  of  the  slain  heroes  from  the  battle 
field,  and  the  concluding  chorus  of  bards  and  virgin*3. 

Mr.  Parker,  in  this  quiet,  shclterecLway,  is  keeping 
open  a  clear  spring  of  true,  refreshing  musical  culture. 
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PART  I. 


1.  U5ti)  psalm,  “  Non  nobis  Domine,” . Mendelssohn. 

1.  Chorus. 

2.  Duett  and  Chorus. 

3.  Bass  Solo,  "yyvr'-j* 

4.  Chorus. 


2.  Btiu&utus, . Hummel. 

3.  SONGS:  f  |“f  *‘m  <*«£... . t'o 

4.  gljjnus  J9tt, . ..Hummel. 

. Mendelssohn. 

(Tenor  Solo  and  Chorus.) 


.  j 


5.  JHaxia, 


PART  II. 


1.  PART  SONGS : 

a.  ®J)j e  SHater-SUls, . . . Gade. 

The  tranquil  water-lily  floats  on  the  blue  waves’  light, 

The  broad  leaves  quiver  and  glimmer,  the  cup  is  snowy  white, 
There  beams  the  moon  from  heaven  all  of  her  golden  light. 

All  of  her  golden  beaming  into  that  bosom  white. 

Around  the  floating  flower  circles  a  snowy  swan, 

He  sings  so  sweet,  so  soltly,  the  lily  gazing  on  ; 

He  sings  so  sweet,  so  softly,  thus  will  his  death-song  flow  ! 

O  flower,  snow-white  flower,  dost  thou  its  meaning  know  } 

b.  ^untinjj  JSSonjJ, . * . Mendelssohn. 

Thro’  soft-swaying  branches  the  morn's  golden  light 
Shines  over  the  valley,  yet  shadowed  in  night. 

Far  off  from  the  castle  the  wood-horn's  note 
And  neigh  of  the  horses  hither  float. 

Now  meadow  and  lake  and  the  cloud-spotted  sky 
But  flash  on  the  sight  as  the  chase  rushes  by. 

Now  darkness  again  hides  the  hunter’s  way. 

O  love  !  O  rapture  !  I  cannot  stay. 

Ever  onward  and  onward  the  echoes  stray 
O’erfor^tand  woodland  away,  where  away  ? 

What  life-giving  freshness  morn’s  odors  impart ! 

LoucWustle  the  tree^ops,  high  swells  the  heart. 


2.  (Euartttt  from  “  Fidelio,” 


Beethoven. 
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3.  PART  SONGS : 

di  SSUttth,  •••••••••••••••.••••••••••J.  C.  D»  Parker. 

Sweet  zephyr  !  why  that  sound  of  woe  * 

Is  not  thy  home  among  the  flow’rs  ? 

Do  not  the  bright  June  roses  blow 
To  meet  thy  kiss  at  morning  hours  ? 

Ah  !  thou  art  like  our  wayward  race  ! 

When  not  a  shade  of  pain  or  ill 
Dims  the  bright  smile  of  Nature’s  face, 

Thou  lov’st  to  sigh  and  murmur  still. 

b.  .gortfl  of  t|)t  3Urft, . . . Mendelssohn. 

What  melody !  hark  ! 

’Tis  thou,  merry  lark, 

Thy  carols  so  joyous  outpouring  ; 

I  join  in  thy  song, 

By  thee  borne  along  ; 

Together  we  mount,  upward  soaring. 


a  cnvp<j.  f  «.  Nusstiaum, . * . Schumann. 

4.  jHatlull, . ....Franz. 


5.  JHiriam'jS  5>onfl  af  ®riumpf),  for  Soprano  Solo  and  Chorus, 

Schubert. 

Strike  the  cymbal,  sound  the  timbrel, 

Sing  unto  the  Lord  most  high ;  1  v  ~  V 

Sing  unto  the  Lord  of  Heaven, 

Who  hath  triumphed  gloriously. 

Out  of  Egypt,  like  a  shepherd 
With  his  staff,  Thy  prophet  led, 

Guided  by  the  cloudy  pillar, 

And  by  night  the  column  red. 

At  Thy  voice  the  deep  sea  trembled, 

Left  its  bed,  behold  !  ’tis  land  ! 

Lo,  its  hosts  in  long  bataillons 
Guard  us,  marching  to  the  land. 

We,  O  Lord,  in  Thee  have  trusted, 

Marching  to  the  Promised  Land. 

Darkness  o’er  the  sky  is  brooding, 

Horse  and  rider  now  have  crossed ; 
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Trumpets  sounding,  lances  gleaming, 
It  is  Pharaoh  and  his  host. 

God  of  hosts,  by  danger  threatened, 
Helpless,  we  may  trust  in  Thee  ; 
And  the  raging  foe  pursuing 
Follow  through  the  parting  sea 
Swiftly  now.  Behold  a  rushing, 
Moaning,  dashing,  hark  !  storm  ! 

In  His  wrath  the  Lord  appeareth, 
Breaks  the  watery  bulwarks  strong, 
In  the  sea  they  struggle  vainly, 

Horse  and  rider  overthrown  ! 

Now  thou  diest,  Pharaoh, 

Beneath  the  waters  overwhelmed, 
Black  as  is  thy  heart ! 

And  the  sea  has  covered  o’er  them, 
Helpless  rolled  beneath  its  billows, 

In  the  waters  sunk  like  lead, 

Till  the  ocean  gives  again  its  dead. 
Strike  the  cymbal,  sound  the  timbrel, 
Sing  unto  the  Lord  most  high; 

Sing  unto  the  Lord  of  Heaven, 

Who  hath  triumphed  gloriously. 


Bauch,  Printer,  34  School  St. 


-  ~ - -  T  **  >  -nj- - 

Mr.  J.  C.  D.  Parker’s  Club  of  amateur  singers 
have  recently  given  a  second  brace  of  their  delightful 
concerts,  in  Chickering’s  Hall,  on  Monday  evenings, 
April  21st  and  28t.h.^  These  marked  the  close  of 
their  winter’s  faithful  weekly  practice,  which  is  now 
suspended  till  the  summer  months  are  over,  when  the 
memory  of  such  happy  hours,  crowned  with  beautiful 
results,  will  be  sure  to  bring  them  to  the  work  again 
with  more  zeal  and  courage  than  ever. 

The  hall,  both  evenings,  was  crowded  with  invited 
guests,  an  audience  of  the  best  sort.  The  programme 
was  the  same  both  times  ;  the  voices  about  thirty  in 
number,  about  equally  divided  between  the  four  parts, 
admirably  balanced,  fresh,  clear,  telling,  every  one, 
and  trained  to  rare  precision,  musical  ensemble,  light 
and  shade. 

Parti  opened  with  the  115th  Psalm,  to  Latin 
words,  “Non  nol)is,  Domine ,”  by  Mendelssohn,  new 
to  us,  and  highly  interesting,  consisting  of  1.  Chorus; 
2.  Duet  and  chorus  ;  3.  Bass  solo ;  4.  Chorus.  The 
Duet,  for  soprano  and  tenor,  brought  two  excellent 
voices  in  play  and  was  given  in  good  style.  The ' 
Bass  solo  by  Mr.  Powers,  was  not  only  large  and 
musical  in  tone,  but  refined,  expressive  and  artistic  to 
a  degree  that  we  have  not  lately  heard  in  a  bass  sing¬ 
er  A  Bovrd'cfus  and  an  Arjtais  Dei,  both  from  Hum¬ 
mel’s  B-flat  Mass,  were  exquisite  to  listen  to  so  ren¬ 
dered.  Mrs.  J.  S.  Cary  sang  a  song  by  Franz  : 
“Avfdem  Meer ,”  and  another  by  Mr.  Parker:  “The 
Angel’s  Call,”  with  that  rich,  sweet  voice  of  hers, 
and  a  chaste  fervor,  that  carried  both  songs,  beautiful 
in  themselves,  to  the  hearts  of  the  listener. — Mendels¬ 
sohn’s  Ave  Maria ;  another  novelty,  for  tenor  solo  and 
-chorus,  was  ;kfeady'  enjoyed,  and  showed  another 
amateur  tenoyn  a  very  favorable  light. 

'  Part  II.  began  with  a  couple  of  part  songs  :  a  soft,  j 
poetic  dreamwone  by  Gade  (“The  Water-Lily”),  j 
and  e  inspiring  “Hunting-Song”  by  Mendelssohn  ; 
both  of  which,  e>pi  :  lly  the  latter,  were  about  as 
perfect  specimens  of  part-singing  as  we  remember  to 
have  heard.  The  “Hunting  Song”  always  has  to  be 
repeated  when  this  Club  sing  it.  The  Quartet  (“Mir 
ist  so  wundirbar”  from  “Fidelio,”  though  it  so  needs 
the-orehestra,  was  made  very  effective.  Then  came 
two  more  capital  part-songs  :  Mr.  Parker’s  “West 
Wind”  and  Mendelssohn’s  “Lark”  song.  And  now 
we  must  speak  of  ^the  exquisite  singing  (for  we  so 
seldom  have  an  opportunity)  of  Boston’s  best  sopra¬ 
no,  Mrs.  Harwood, — so  refinod  and  thoroughly  ar¬ 
tistic,  so  natural  and  fresh,  so  true  to  the  expression 
of  every  mood  of  song,  whether  in  the  larger  style  of 
the  “Non  nobis”  duet,  or  the  Fidelio  quartet,  or  in  . 
the  songs  of  Schumann  and  of  Franz,  of  which  she 
gave  us  this  time  charming  specimens.  Her  tones 
vibrate  as  purely  and  freshly  as  ever,  and  power  and 
delicacy  arc  equally  at  her  command.  Schumann’s 
“ Der  Nussbaum ”  was  breathed  out  in  keeping  with 
the  airy,  soft  accompaniment.  But  never  have  we 
heard  the  Franz  tune  to  the  little  song  of  Goethe  : 

“ Zwischen  Hecken  und  Dorn,”  &c.,  sung  so  nicely,  so 
happily  conveying  all  its  Ariel-like  delicate  grace  and 
humor.  It  requires  a  poetic  instinct,  as  well  as  voice 
and  culture,  to  do  these  little  things. 

One  only  regretted  not  to  hear  the  same  voice  fur¬ 
ther  in  the  solo  part  of  Schubert’s  “Miriam’s  Song  of 
Triumph,”  which  is  jubilant  and  cheering,  if  it  is 
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somewhat  common,  in  the  opening  and  closing  mo¬ 
tive:.  “Strike  the  cymbal,”  &c.,  hut  sublimely  graph¬ 
ic  and  imaginative  in  the  middle  portions  suggestive 
of  the  crossing  of  the  Red  Sea.  It  was  the  most  im¬ 
portant  selection  of  the  evening,  and  made  each  time 
a  deep  impression,  the  soprano  solo  being  very  credi¬ 
tably  rendered  by  a  young  lady  amateur. 
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1.  H-fcjmt,  (Soli  and  Chorus,).... . Franz. 

2.  (£ra&U  from  the  “  Christmas  Oratorio," . Bach. 


Slumber,  my  darling,  O  sweet  be  thy  rest ! 

Darkness  shall  flee  from  us  all  with  thy  waking  ! 

Sleep,  baby  blest,  O  calm  be  thy  rest ! 

All  our  hearts  in  thee  rejoicing ! 

3.  3£ntarnaiU5,  (Trio  &  Chorus)  from  the  Mass  in  E  t>,  Schubert. 


4. 


^art 


“  O  fly  with  me," 
The  Nightingale, . 


. Boie. 

Mendelssohn. 


a.  O  fly  with  me  and  let  my  heart 
Thy  resting-place  forever  be  ! 

My  heart  shall  be  in  distant  lands 
A  country  and  a  home  to  thee! 

Amd  wilt  thou  not — then  must  I  die, 
And  thou  without  my  fostering  hand, 
E’en  in  thy  native  dwelling-place, 

Wilt  think  thee  in  a  stranger  land. 


The  nightingale 
But  Sj^ 

In  absence  _ 

The  same  loved  songs  she  su 


5.  (Two  Soprani,) 


i 


a.  Abendlied, . Hiller. 

b.  May- bells  and  Flowers, 

Mendelssohn. 


6.  (£f)JoruS,  from  “Oberon,” . Weber. 

Lightly  go  with  fairy  tread 
Round  about  our  monarch’s  bed. 

All  too  loud  the  brooklet’s  tone, 

All  too  loud  the  zephyr’s  moan! 

Chase  the  wheeling  gnat  from  here, 

Let  not  humming  bee  come  near  ! 

On  his  couch  of  lilies  prest, 

Oberon  doth  sweetly  rest ! 

Sleep  that  long  his  eyelids  fled 
Hovers  now  around  his  head. 

O  may  it  bear  on  downy  wing 
Peace  once  again  to  our  fairy  king  ! 

7.  j&ottjgjS . Rob.  Franz. 


o  j  (  cl 9  X) ay-bieak, . .  J.  C.  b ^  I^arker. 

8.  fatt  Sons*,  ^  Forest  birfs . Mendelssohn. 

a.  A  wind  came  up  out  of  the  sea, 

And  said  “  O  mists,  make  room  for  me !  ” 

It  hailed  the  ships,  and  cried  “  Sail  on  ! 

Ye  mariners,  the  night  is  gone.” 

And  hurried  landward  far  away 
Crying  “  Awake  !  it  is  the  day.” 

It  said  unto  the  forest  “  Shout ! 

Hang  all  your  leafy  banners  out !  ” 
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It  touched  the  woodbird’s  folded  wing, 
And  said  “  O  bird,  awake  and  sing.” 


And  o’er  the  farms  “  O  Chanticleer, 

Your  clarion  blow,  the  day  is  near,” 

\ 

It  whispered  to  the  fields  of  corn 
“  Bow  down  and  hail  the  coming  morn.” 

It  shouted  through  the  belfry  tower 
“  Awake,  O  bell !  proclaim  the  hour.” 

It  crossed  the  churchyard  with  a  sigh, 

And  said  “Not  yet !  in  quiet  lie.” 

H.  W.  Longfellow. 


b. 


et  us  forthand  wander, 


nder 
rdant  grove. 


O  were  it  only  given 
To  us  to  soar  above, 
And  carol  forth  to  Heaven 
A  song  of  joy  and  love  ; 


■ 

{ 

' 
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As  happy  and  as  joyous 
As  summer  warblers  are, 

No  trouble  to  annoy  us, 

And  free  from  every  care. 

9.  ®f)C  U£tf)  plaint,  (For  Double  Chorus,) . Mendelssohn. 

When  Israel  out  of  Egypt  came,  and  the  house  of  Jacob  from 
the  strange  land ; 

Then  was  Judah  his  sanctuary,  and  Israel  his  dominion. 

The  sea  saw  and  fled,  and  Jordan’s  stream  was  driven  back. 

All  the  high  mountains  skipped  like  rams,  and  all  the  little 
hills  like  young  sheep. 

What  ailed  thee,  thou  sea,  that  thou  fleddest*?  and  thou  Jor¬ 
dan,  that  thy  stream  was  driven  backward  ? 

Ye  mountains,  that  ye  skipped  like  unto  rams ;  and  all  ye 
little  hills  like  young  sheep  ? 

At  the  Lord’s  coming  ye  trembled,  at  the  presence  of  the  God 
of  Jacob : 

Who  turned  rocks  into  standing  water  pools,  and  flint  stones 
into  springing  fountains. 

Hallelujah !  sing  to  the  Lord  forevermore ! 


J aa 


'  I 


»  z  *- 


S>[E®©IEAE]E][§ 


1. 

2. 

3. 

4. 

5. 


IP-A^RT  I- 

•SSalfc*  3&tjg;itta:, . Hauptmann. 

jsjlumiitr  jsjon#,  from  “Paradise  and  Peri,” . Schumann,  X/)i  r 

(Soprano  Solo  and  Chorus.) 

5  a'  Good  niSht’ . Schumann. 

IP  rt  5  •  £  b.  Hunting  Song, . Mendelssohn. 

^prtns-^aniatsu,  (Piano  Solo  and  Quartett,) . Gade. 

A  longing  awakens  the  depths  of  my  heart,  fan**?  7tt4i 

For  thee,  oh  Spring,  I  am  pining,  »  •  r . 

When  the  flowers  their  odors  so  sweetly  impart,  •*  &*+**<}  4  • 

When  the  children  their  garlands  are  twining. 

Oh  say  that  thou  comest  with  joyous  reign  ! 

I  stand  at  thy  doors  delaying. 

Now,  soft  in  my  heart,  sings  my  longing,  a  strain, 

That  forth  on  my  words  is  straying. 

The  Heaven,  once  again,  in  its  splendor  shall  shine, 

The  sun’s  golden  light  shall  be  o’er  me. 

Oh,  grant  now  my  prayer,  and  what  joy  were  mine  ! 

For  I  love  thee,  and  bow  before  thee. 

Now  roaring  and  howling  the  storm  rushes  fast, 

The  vapors  bestriding,  on  rides  the  blast 
The  clouds  it  is  chasing  ;  it  scatters  the  snow  ; 

And  forth  from  the  earth  comes  a  sigh  of  woe. 

And  when,  o’er  the  vapors  the  sun  sheds  his  light, 

The  bold,  gallant  warrior  no  shadows  affright. 

A  star  is  above  him,  where’er  he  may  roam, 

That  star  is  the  love  of  the  maiden  at  home, 

For  joy  then  awaits  him  when  Spring  has  come. 
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Now  groweth  and  bloweth  the  blossom  so  bright, 

Ever  light,  ever  bright ;  ever  bright,  ever  light ; 

The  valley  and  mountain  awaken  to  life, 

The  spring-time  with  fragrance  and  beauty  is  rife. 

The  Spring  has  come ! 

The  May  has  come  ! 

Now  groweth  and  gloweth  the  heart  so  light, 

In  new  delight,  ever  light,  ever  bright, 

The  love-time  has  come  ! 

The  Mav  has  come  ! 

* 

They  came  in  the  Spring-time,  and  brought  in  their  train 
The  joy  of  my  heart,  that  I  cannot  restrain. 

Hail  then,  oh  love,  thou  May  of  life ! 

Hail  then,  oh  May,  thou  love  of  time  ! 


F-A-IRT  XX. 


6.  jfixst  UMalpurjjtJS  Nijjilt,  (or  Eve  of  the  First  of 

May,) . Mendelssohn. 

[The  German  legend,  that  witches  and  evil  spirits  assembled  the  night  of  the 
first  of  May  on  the  summit  of  the  Hartz  mountains,  is  said  to  have  originated  in 
the  heathen  time,  when  the  Christians  tried  to  prevent  the  Druids  from  observ¬ 
ing  their  accustomed  rites  of  sacrifice.  The  Druids  placed  watches  round  their 
mountains,  who,  with  their  dreadful  appearance  hovering  round  the  fires,  and 
clashing  their  weapons,  frightened  away  the  enemy.] 

Overture. — Allegro  con  fuoco,  Stormy  weather. 


Allegro  vivace ,  Transition  to  Spring. 


Druid  Solo ,  and  Chorus  of  Druids  and  People. 
Now  May  again 
Breaks  Winter’s  chain. 


The  Bud  and  Bloom  are  springing ; 


No  snow  is  seen, 


The  vales  are  green, 

The  woodland  choirs  are  singing  ! 
Yon  mountain  height 
Is  wintry  white ; 

Upon  it  we  will  gather — 

Begin  the  ancient  holy  rite — 
Praise  our  Almighty  Father. 

In  sacrifice, 

The  flame  shall  rise ; 

Thus  bend  our  hearts  together  ! 
Away,  away  ! 
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An  Aged  Woman  of  the  People. 

Know  ye  not,  a  deed  so  daring 
Dooms  us  all  to  die  despairing  ? 

Know  ye  not  it  is  forbidden 
By  the  edicts  of  our  foemen  ? 

Know  ye,  spies  and  snares  are  hidden 
For  the  sinners  called  “  the  heathen”  ? 
On  their  ramparts  they  will  slaughter 
Mother,  Father,  Son  and  Daughter  ! 

If  detected, 

Naught  but  death  can  be  expected. 

Chomis  of  Women . 

On  their  ramparts,  &c. 

Druid  Priest  and  Chorus  of  Druids. 

The  man  who  flies 
[  V v vt  1  '''v  Our  sacrifice 

Deserves  the  tyrant’s  tether. 

The  woods  are  free  ! 

Disbranch  the  tree, 

And  pile  the  stems  together. 

In  yonder  shades, 

Till  daylight  fades, 

We  shall  not  be  detected  : 

Our  trusty  guards  shall  tarry  here, 

And  ye  will  be  protected. 

With  courage  conquer  slavish  fear — 

Show  duty’s  claim  respected. 

Druid  Guards. 

Disperse,  disperse,  ye  gallant  men, 

Secure  the  passes  round  the  glen  ! 

In  silence  there  protect  them, 

Whose  duties  here  direct  them. 

A  Druid  Guard. 

Should  our  Christian  foes  assail  us, 

Aid  a  scheme  that  may  avail  us  ! 

Feigning  Demons,  whom  they  fable, 

We  will  scare  the  bigot  rabble ! 

Chorus  of  Guards  and  the  People. 
Come  with  torches  brightly  flashing ; 

Rush  along  with  billets  clashing  ; 

Through  the  night-gloom,  lead  and  follow, 
In  and  out  each  rocky  hollow. 

Owls  and  ravens, 

Howl  with  us  and  scare  the  cravens ! 

Druid  Priest  and  Chorus  of  the  People. 
Restrained  by  might, 

We  now  by  night, 

In  secret,  here  adore  Thee  ! 


Hr 
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Still  it  is  day, 

Whene’er  we  pray, 

And  humbly  bow  before  Thee  ! 

Thou  can’st  assuage 
Our  foemen’s  rage, 

And  shield  us  from  their  terrors. 

The  flame  aspires  ! 

The  smoke  retires  ! 

Thus,  clear  our  faith  from  errors  ! 

Our  customs  quelled, 

Our  rights  withheld. 

Thy  light  shall  shine  forever. 

A  Christian  Guard. 

Help,  my  comrades  !  see  a  legion 
Yonder  comes  from  Satan’s  region  ! 

See  yon  group  of  witches  gliding 
To  and  fro,  in  flames  advancing  ; 

Some  on  wolves  and  dragons  riding. 

See,  ah  see  them  hither  prancing  ! 
What  a  clattering  troupe  of  evil ! 

Let  us,  let  us  quickly  fly  them  ! 

Imp  and  Devil, 

Lead  the  revel ; 

See  them  caper, 

Wrapt  in  clouds  of  lurid  vapor  ! 

Chorus  of  Guards. 

See  the  horrid  haggards  gliding, 

Let  us  fly  them,  let  us  fly,  &c. 

Druid  Priest  and  Druids. 
Unclouded  now,  the  flame  is  bright ! 

Thus  faith  from  error  sever  ! 

Though  foes  may  cloud  or  quell  our  light, 
Yet  thine,  thy  light  shall  shine  forever  ! 


£.  L .  Batch,  Printer,  34  School  Street. 


1.  CHORAL, 


Bach. 


O  eive  me  faith  from  Heaven, 

In  Jesus  Christ,  thy  Son ; 

My  sins  be  all  forgiven 
Ere  yet  the  course  be  run. 

And  Thou  wilt  not  deny  me 
What  Thou  hast  promised  sure, 

That  He  shall  strength  supply  me 
The  burden  to  endure. 

2.  CRADLE  SONG,  from  the  “  Christmas  Oratorio,”. .  .Bach. 

Slumber,  my  darling,  0  sweet  be  thy  rest  ! 

Darkness  shall  flee  from  us  all  with  thv  waking  ! 
Sleep,  baby  blest,  O  calm  be  thy  rest !  r  fi^e-k 

All  our  hearts  in  thee  rejoicing ! 

3.  CIIRISTNACHT,  (a  Christmas  Cantata,) ...  .Ferd.  IIillek. 

Angel  of  the  Annunciation. — Soprano  Solo. 

W  ave  your  golden  plumage, 

All  ye  angels,  bringing 
God  the  Lord  your  homage  ; 

From  the  throne  of  heaven 
Down  your  flight  be  winging, 

Anthems  to  him  singing. 

Whom  the  Lord  has  given. 

A  Shepherd. —  Tenor  Solo. 

What  visions  !  Bewilder  me  magic  and  dreams  ? 

With  glittering  beams 

The  eternal,  cerulean  firmament  gleams  ; 

The  bright  constellations  of  heaven  among, 

With  tunefullest  song 

Melodious  advances  the  seraphim  throng. 


Chorus  of  Shepherds. 

(The  angels  hover  singing 
And  playing  in  the  azure, 

And  sweetness  without  measure 
From  lily  wands  are  flinging. 

,  Chorus  of  Angels. 

J  Arise  your  flocks  from  tending  ! 

A  sign  the  Lord  has  given ; 

A  star  appears  in  heaven, 

O’er  all  the  world  ascending. 

Shepherds. — From  out  the  gates  of  heaven 

They  bend  them  towards  us  lowly  ; 
Angels. — Be  hushed  each  thought  unholy  ; 

A  Saviour  now  is  given. 

The  Angel. 

Let  devotion  healing 
In  each  bosom  pour  ; 

Seek  the  manger  kneeling, 

There  the  child  adore  ! 


Lo  !  your  prayers  are  granted  ; 

There  the  refuge  find, 

Which  in  dreams  has  haunted 
Every  pious  mind. 

Slowly  sinks  forever 

Satan’s  power  and  fame  ; 

He  will  all  deliver 
By  His  mighty  name. 

Shepherds. 

Praise  the  victorious 
Newlv  born  King  ; 

Praise  to  the  glorious 
Angels  we  bring  ! 

Lilies  fair  bring  to  him, 
Seraphim  throngs  ; 

Earth  and  air  sing  to  him 
Sweetest  of  songs. 

He  his  bright  place  above 
Dared  to  resign  ; 

Showed  our  lost  race  a  love 
Sacred,  divine. 

Angel. 

E’en  now  with  sad  presaging 
I  read  the  coming  years  ; 

I  hear  the  nations  raging, 

They  scatter  blood  and  tears. 
A  new’  and  fresher  morning 
Breaks  o’er  the  weary  earth  ; 
With  blossoms  her  adorning, 
To  greet  the  heavenly  birth. 
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Chorus  of  Angels. 

By  griefs  no  more  oppressed, 

Forget  the  primal  fall ; 

And  dwell  among  the  blessed 
In  the  eternal  All. 

4.  TRIO  AND  CHORUS  (Latin  words)  from  a  Motette  bv 

- -  w,  HMup,  w  .Mendelssohn. 

o.  PART-SONGS :  & 

(a)  On  the  'Water, . Schumann. 

Fill,  fill  the  sails,  O  prosperous  wind  ! 

Carry  my  bark  to  the  shore  lying  yonder, 

Gladly  I’ll  go,  if  forth  I  must  wander. 

Fill,  fill  the  sails,  &c. 

Fill,  fill  the  sails,  O  prosperous  wind  ! 

Bound  for  the  land  of  my  home,  I  must  leave  thee, 
Farewell,  Helvetia,  “  Farewell  ”  I  give  thee, 

Fill,  fill,  &c. 

Fill,  fill  the  sails.  O  prosperous  wind  ! 

Though  with  delight  I  could  here  tarry  longer, 

Thither  carry  me  cords  that  are  stronger, 

Fill,  fill,  &c. 

Once  more  to  the  fatherland  returning, 

Thy  white  hand  I  hoped  to  press  in  greeting, 

Closer  ties  I  thought  would  crown  our  meeting  ! 

Woe  is  me  !  for  thou  art  gone  before  me 
To  a  better  country.  Hope  comes  o’er  me 
That  I  also  soon  may  be  removed 
To  a  better  fatherland,  beloved  ! 

( b )  Forest  Birds . Mendelssohn. 

Now  let  us  forth  and  wander, 

Together  let  us  rove 
Where  merry  warblers  yonder 
Awake  the  verdant  grove  ; 

O  were  it  only  given 
To  us  to  soar  above, 

And  carol  forth  to  heaven 
A  song  of  joy  and  love  ; 

As  happy  and  as  joyous 
As  summer  warblers  are, 

No  trouble  to  aqup^  us*  * '  - 

And  free  from  every  care 

6.  DUETTS:  U**  /!WW 

(«)  FrfihlingsgriDs, . Gade. 

(6)  Herbstlied,  . . Mendelssohn. 

7.  PART-SONGS :  * 

(a)  The  Water-Lily, . ’.Gade. 

The  tranquil  water-lily 

Floats  on  the  blue  waves’  light, 

The  broad  leaves  quiver  and  glimmer, 

The  cup  is  snowy  white. 


There  beams  the  moon  from  heaven, 
All  of  her  golden  light, 

All  of  her  golden  beaming 
Into  that  bosom  white. 

Around  the  floating  flower 
Circle."  a  snowy  swan  : 

lie  sings  so  sweet,  so  softly, 

The  lily  gazing  ui, 

He,  sings  so  sweet,  so  softly. 

Thus  will  his  death-song  flow  ; 

O  flower,  snow-white  flower, 

Dost  thou  its  meaning  know  ? 


(b)  The  Sea  hath  its  Pearls . J.  C.  D.  Parker. 

The  sea  hath  its  pearls, 

The  heaven  hath  its  stars'; 

But  my  heart,  my  heart, 

My  heart  hath  its  love. 

Great  are  the  sea  and  the  heaven, 

Yet  greater  is  my  heart, 

And  fairer  than  pearls  and  stars, 

Flashes  and  beams  my  love. 

Thou  little,  youthful  maiden, 

Come  unto  my  great  heart ; 

My  heart,  and  the  sea,  and  the  heaven 
Are  melting  away  with  love! 

8.  SONGS  :  ‘hmr?  /ie-mrnrgL. 

( a )  Friihlingslied . Mendelssohn. 

(A)  Barcarole, . . . Schubert. 

9.  THE  98th  FSALM,  (Double  Chorus,) . Mendelssohn. 

Sing  to  the  Lord  a  new-made  song,  for  He  hath  fkme  wonders. 
The  victory  He  hath  gotten  with  His  own  right  hand  and  His 
arm . 

The  Lord  hath  made  known  His  salvation  ;  He  hath  showed 
His  righteousness  to  the  heathen. 

He  remembereth  Ilis  truth  and  mercy  toward  all  the  house  of 
Israel  ;  all  the  earth’s  nations  have  beheld  His  salvation. 

Sing  to  the  Lord,  all  the  earth,  praise  Pis  name  and  be  joyful ; 
sing-  with  the  harp  and  praise  Him  ;  with  harp  and  psalm  be 
thankful  : 

With  the  trumPr* and  the  cornet  make  a  joyful  noise  to  the 
Lord,  the  King. 

Let  the  sea  roar,  and  the  fullness  thereof ;  the  round  world  and 
they  that  dwell  therein. 

Let  the  water- floods  be  joyful,  and  let  the  hills  rejoice  together 
in  the  Lord.  He  shall  come  to  judgment. 

He  then  shall  judge  the  world  with  righteousness,  and  the 
people  with  truth. 


Euward  L.  Balch  Printer  34  Schiol  Street.  Boston. 
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1.  SELECTIONS  from  a  Mass  in  C,  by . Schumann 

(a)  Kyrie  and  Gloria.  (6)  Sanctus. 


A  CANTATA  for  Solos  and.  Chorus,  by  CADE. 

CHARACTERS. 


PETER  THE  HERMIT, . Basso. 

RIN  ALDO,  A  WARRIOR,  . . . . . Tenore. 

ARMIDA,  AN  ENCHANTRESS, . Soprano. 


Chorus  CRUSADERS  AND  SPIRITS. 


PART  I.— In  the  Desert. 

Chorus.  Pilgrims  and  Women  of  the  Cru¬ 
sading  Army. 

Hot  rolls  the  sand-sea,  yellow  flaming  ; 

Crisp  and  dust-weighed  the  bushes  wither ; 
The  very  birds  are  faint  of  feather. 

Beneath  the  glow  so  scorching,  laming, 

We  seek  the  well  with  eager  sighing, 

0  wo,  wo,  for  its  last  drops,  drying. 

Since  from  our  own  fair  West  we  parted, 

Our  thousands  in  the  grave  have  slumbered  ; 
And  here,  advanced  thro’  woes  unnumbered, 
We  stumble  in  the  sands,  sick-hearted. 

Sun-shafts  their  blazing  death  are  throwing, 
Where  we  like  shades,  are  weakly  going. 

Peter  the  Hermit. 

Soon  God  brings  you  to  the  haven  ; 

Why  then  see  I  hearts  so  craven  ? 

Think  of  it,  ’twas  there,  nor  far 
Where  the  holy  ray  first  quivered, 

Of  the  righteous,  the  delivered, 

Golgotha’s  redeeming  star. 

Presses  drought  and  need  and  smart ; 

Sighs  for  home  the  longijig  heart. 

Once  how  proud  the  spirit’s  swell ! 

Now,  the  heaven-inspired  invader 
Halts  and  faints,  no  more  crusader, 

All  his  vows  an  empty,  tinkling  bell! 


Rina/do. 

O  be  not  wroth,  holy  father,  spare ; 

Still  beats  the  heart  no  vow  the  less, 

Still  longs  the  conqueror’s  palm  to  wear  ; 
And,  though  the  drought  so  sharply  press, 
Still  echoes  o’er  the  parching  sand, 

The  song  that  stirred  in  Frankish  land. 

Song  of  a  Knight  of  the  Cross. 

1. 

Shine,  holy  sun,  with  joy  upon  my  blade  ! 

For  more  than  fame  and  honor  wait  the  striv¬ 
ing; 

The  cross  upon  the  shield  my  strength  is  made. 
Heaven’s  holy  champion  will  I  still  be  living. 
Cho.  Soldiers,  up  !  the  Cross-flag  flying  ! 

“  Wills  it  God,”  the  victory  crying. 

2. 

My  spirit  blazes  up  with  sacred  fire  ; 

The  Crescent’s  ray  shall  blench  and  wane  be¬ 
fore  it  ! 

The  holy  tomb  repels  the  Moslem  ire ;  [it. 
My  sword  shall  chase,  nor  any  power  restore 
Cho.  Soldiers,  up !  &c. 

3. 

In  tourney  lists  was  mine  the  noblest  prize, 
And  of  my  deeds  the  troubadours  were  sing¬ 
ing; 
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Allures  me  now,  a  look  from  out  the  skies, 
And  though  it  bring  me  death,  I  hail  the 
bringing. 

Cho.  Soldiers,  up  !  &c. 

Peter. 

Yes,  He  wills.  Behold  it  so ! 

Now  the  torrid  sun  is  setting, 

Eve  its  cool  delights  is  getting, 

Falling  dews  assauge  thy  woe. 

Shadows  striding  over  all ! 

Long  with  dark  night’s  sacred  mystery, 
Darker  powers  enthroned  their  history ; 
Here  their  pagan  ruins  be, 

Therefore,  pilgrim,  bow  the  knee  ! 

Far  from  here  temptation  flee. 

Though  the  fogs  of  night  may  gather, 
Pray  ye  all,  and  praise  the  Father  ! 

Peter  and  Chorus. 

Father,  from  far  countries  here  is  drawn  thy 
host; 

Father,  guard  us  all  the  days,  now,  gracious 
most. 

Thou  who  Moses  leddest  through  the  swelling 
sea, 

Thou  wilt  give  us  conduct  to  the  Saviour’s 
grave. 

Care  for  us  ;  Thou  carest  for  the  little  bird, 
When  the  morn  is  shining,  matin  songs  be 
heard. 


PART  II.— Armida. 

( Spirits  of  darkness  dance  upon  the  heath.) 

Still  and  slow,  shunning  light, 

Comes  the  darkness  of  night, 
c/j  Ev^’s  curtain  and  its  pillow ; 

The  fogs  and  vapors  sweep. 

The  dancing  show-fires  leap 
From  out  the  sandy  billow. 

{Armida  appears  in  the  distance .) 

Quit  ye  the  whirling  dance, 

See  now  the  brightening  glance 
From  out  the  mist  before  us. 

Now  let  night  bury  well 
The  magic  of  our  spell, 

.  Armida’s  wand  waves  o’er  us. 

Armida. 

They  softly  sleep  in  cool  and  peaceful  night ; 
I  blew  the  sand,  the  streamlet’s  bed  to  cover, 
1  called  the  plague  these  wasted  places  over. 
In  vain  I  fought  against  the  Cross’s  might ! 
Now  will  I  draw  these  hosts  from  their  de¬ 
fences, 

And  soft  delights  shall  cheat  their  prisoned 
senses. 

There  I  behold  Rinaldo,  haughty  chief! 


Forth  from  his  tent  he  comes,  delusion-led. 
Ah,  wo  to  him  and  you,  for  slaughter  fed  ! 
Obey  the  sign  of  power,  ye  spirits,  hear ! 
Build  me  here  a  palace  quick, 

Sea-begirt,  of  aspect  brilliant, 

Rich  with  gold  shine  cupolas ; 

Diamonds  the  columns’  jewel ; 

Round,  the  fountain’s  pearly  foam 
Shimmer  with  its  sunny  glances  ! 
Splashing  soft  and  luring  sweet, 

Sportive  waves  pursue  their  dances. 

Let  the  roses  cluster  where 

They  are  cradled,  sleeping,  dreaming. 

Spirits  all,  appear  ye  there 

Like  sirens  thro’  the  foam-drops  gleaming, 

Show  to  him  the  varied  charms, 

Shining  white  as  waves  are  sinking ; 
Show  the  rounded  outlines  smooth, 
Through  the  cool  flood  softly  winking, 


Sing  oblivion  to  his  heart, 

Till  he  yields  him  to  my  willing, 

And  forgets  his  firm  resolve, 

My  decree  and  word  fulfilling. 

Obey  the  sign  of  power, 'ye  spirits,  hear!  i- 

%  — —  -  ■  — —  « 

( The  Desert  changes  into  a  sunny ,  luxuriant 
garden ,  with  a  quiet  lake ,  in  which  sirens 
are  sporting.) 

Sirens. 

In  soft  flowing  waves  I  bathe  me  so  fair, 

Take  me,  thou  fanning  and  delicate  air  ! 

Kiss  me,  sunbeams  from  above  me  !  r ^ 

I  pluck  me  this  rose,  scarcely  budded  and 
rare, 

To  deck  with  its  beauty  my  shining  hair  ; 

’^Fi^a  crown  fit  for  them  that  love  me. 


Rinaldo. 

Heavens  !  whence  this  beam  of  brightness, 
Of  these  domes  the  golden  swell  ? 

Is  it  of  my  brain  the  image, 

Or  the  magic  art  of  hell  ? 

I  will  turn  my  eyes  from  off  them, 

To  my  tent  escaping  back. 


O,  but  these  delicious  voices 
Chain  me  with  a  magic  power  ! 
Hark!  the  purling  of  the  water 
Mingles  richly  with  their  song  ! 

Are  they  swans,  or  are  they  lilies 
Rocking  gently  on  the  wave  ? 

I  will  linger  here,  observing, 

On  this  lake  and  flowery  strand! 
Shut,  my  eyes  !  ye  figures  charming 
Follow  me  to  dreamy  land. 

Armida. 

0  Rinaldo,  up,  awake  thee  ! 

Come  to  unimagined dfliss. 

Rinaldo. 

Say,  where  am  I  ?  Words  so  luring, 
And  this  sheet  of  sunny  spray, 
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And  this  palm-shade’s  soft  assuring, 

And  thyself,  thou  lovely  fay  ? 

Armida. 

Every  joy  of  my  dominions 
Calls  ttrtfcee,  Gemertaste  of  this, 

Come  to  unimagined  bliss.-  },.  ’ 

Rinaldo. 

Never  saw  I  form  so  thrilling. 

Say, 'who  brought  thee  to  this  shore  ? 

Did’st  thou  come  from  Dreamland’s  dwell¬ 
ing? 

Speak,  or  e’er  the  dream  is  o’er. 

Armida. 

Every  joy  of  my  dominions,  &c. 

Hfere  my  hand  thy  health  is  bringing  ; 
Drain  the  foaming  pleasure-cup  ! 

From  my  arms  thy  soul  be  swinging  -. 

To  the  halls  immortal,  up.  SbtWl 

Rinaldo. 

Yes,  the  goblet  will  I  empty, 

Sweetly  raptures  me  thy  glance  ; 

On  thy  bosom  deeply"5inking 
In  a  wild,  exstatic  trance. 

{The  Crusaders'  song  is  heard  in  the  distance .) 
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Rinaldo ,  ( dreamily.) 

What  a  cry  from  early  ages 
To  these  martial  strains  belongs! 

Armida. 

Rinaldo,  Rinaldo,  from  my  arms  thy  soul  be 
swinging,  &c. 

Rinaldo. 

On  thy  bosom  only  will  I  dream, 

Dream  upon  the  rapture  rich  and  blest ! 

Chorus. 

Rinaldo,  drain  the  foaming  pleasure-cup  ! 

{The  Crusaders'  song  sounds  clearer.) 

Heaven’s  holy  champion  will  I  still  be  living. 
What  a  strain  of  recent  warning 
Wakes  its  memory  with  these  songs. 

Night  spells  off!  fame  only  be  my  striving, 
Heavep’s  holy  champion  will  I  still  be  living. 

Chorus  of  Knights. 

“  The  cross  upon  the  shield  my  strength  is 
made.” 

Armida. 

Rinaldo,  come  and  take  of  love  thy  part. 
Sirens. 

Rinaldo,  come. 

Rinaldo. 

The  cross  upon  my  shield  fills  all  my  heart, 
Heaven’s  holy  champion  will  I  still  be  living. 

Knights.— The  cross,  &c. 


Armida. 

Sink,  sink,  5  e  magic  worlds,  to  deep  abysses 
back ! 

And  cheerful  light  transform  itself  to  mur¬ 
kiest  black ! 


PART  III.— Before  Jerusalem. 


Knights. 

In  the  East  approaches  now  the  sun, 

The  unruffled  day  advances. 

Hark  !  ring  of  horns  with  wakening  tone ! 
Up!  snatch  your  swords  and  lances  ! 

So  glad,  so  pure,  my  earnest  soul ! 

Up,  brothers,  up,  behold  the  goal ! 

Rinaldo. 

“  With  earnest  soul,  behold  the  goal !” 

O  God,  my  heart  is  torn  with  shame  and 
scorn, 

Sink,  my  soul,  with  grieving  ; 

I  pledged  myself  to  sacred  war, 

But  ah,  how  basely  wandered  far, 

Deep  failed  my  true  believing. 

Ah,  Father,  see  my  contrite  soul, 

Could  I  but  offer  up  life’s  whole 
For  Ziou,  -the-holy  fortress  ! 

( Pilgrims  pass  by.) 

See,  Pilgrim-bands  are  hither  brought, 

I  follow  them  with  reverent  thought, 
Towards  Zion,  the  holy  fortress  ! 

Pilgrims'  March. — Chorus. 

Further,  further,  my  weary  feet, 

Further,  my  thoughts  unsteady  ; 

Longing  wings  me  to  make  me  fleet ; 

O,  that  full  wings  were  ready. 

Hope,  weary  foot,  for  the  haven  prepare  ; 
Refreshment  and  joy  are  waiting  thee  there.. 
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Rinaldo. 

Higher  it  kindles,  the  sunny  glow ; 

Darkness  shall  vanish,  and  blessings  shallt 
grow. 

O  thou  winged  singer,  that  promise  ne’er 
cease, 

That  smart  of  repentance  gives  balsam  of 
peace. 


Chorus  of  Pilgrims. 

Further,  forth  over  stone,  thro’  the  bush  ; 
Further  on,  through  the  hot  air  follow ! 

Up  through  the  dizzy  hill-path  push, 
Downward  through  the  thorny  hollow ! 
Mighty,  my  heart,  grows  the  force  of  thy  beat!! 
Hails  it  the  day  we  are  longing  to  greet  ? 


Peter. 

Lift  up  thy  head,  Crusader,  stay  ! 

For  Zion’s  heights  now  blaze  with  day ! 
The  goal  is  there,  Jerusalem ! 

Our  feet  are  there,  Jerusalem  ! 


Chorus. 

Gone  is  want  and  harm ; 

Gone  is  all  earthly  want  and  harm  ; 

The  heaven  opens  wide  its  arm  ! 

Exult  we  loud,  Jerusalem! 

Gone  is  want  and  harm  ; 

Gone  is  all  earthly  want  and  harm  ; 

The  heaven  opens  wide  its  arm ! 

Yes,  glad  and  loud,  exult  we  loud  ! 

The  goal  is  there,  the  goal  is  there  ! 

Peter  and  Chorus. 

Holy,  O,  holy  is  the  earth  on  which  our  foot 
is  set ; 

On  our  behalf  the  blood  was  shed  with  which 
its  soil  was  wet ; 

Let  all  bemoan  your  sin.  Father,  judge  us 
not ! 

Redeemer,  whose  face  in  the  skies  disappears, 
Thy  holy  land  greet  we,  with  kisses  and  tears. 

Chorus. 

Father,  we  kneel  upon  this  sacred  spot ! 

Let  all  bemoan  their  sin.  Judge  us  not! 


Rinaldo. 

My  spirit  blazes  up  with  sacred  fire : 

The  Crescent’s  ray  shall  blench  and  wane  be¬ 
fore  it. 

The  holy  tomb  repels  the  Moslem  ire. 

My  sword  shall  chase,  nor  any  power  restore  it. 

Peter. 

Lift  high  your  banners,  warriors,  grasp  the 
sword ! 

Draw  out  your  battle  with  the  Moslem  horde! 

Solo  and  Chorus. 

The  holy  tomb  repels,  &c. 

Rinaldo  and  Peter. 

Up,  the  bannered  cross  is  waving  ; 

Up,  the  foeman  flies  forever. 

God  doth  will  it !  strike  and  forward ! 
Jerusalem  !  the  goal  is  there! 

Chorus. 

Jerusalem  !  the  goal  is  there! 

Sing  Hosanna! 


i.  RECITATIVE  AND  CHORAL,  from  the  Christmas  Oratorio,  .  .  .  BACH. 

And  there  were  in  the  game  country  shepherds  abiding  in  the  field,  keeping  watch 
over  their  flock  by  night.  And  lo !  the  angel  of  the  Lord  came  upon  them,  and  the  glory  of 
the  Lord  shone  round  about  them,  and  they  were  sore  afraid. 

O  beauteous  morning  light  appear, 

Heaven’s  azure  vault  displaying; 

And,  shepherd  band,  dispel  your  fear, 

For  hear  the  angels  saying 
That  yonder  helpless  infant  boy 
Shall  be  our  comfox-t  and  our  joy, — 

From  Satan’s  power  deliver, 

And  bring  us  peace  forever. 


2.  THE  125th  PSALM  (Tenor  Solo  and  Chorus), . F.  HILLER. 

All  they  that  trust  in  tkee,  Lord,  shall  be  as  Mount  Zion,  which  may  not  be  removed, 
but  stands  forever. 

Round  Jerusalem  stand  the  mountains;  even  so  the  Lord  God  standeth  around  his 
people  evei’more. 

For  the  rod  of  the  ungodly  shall  not  l’est  upon  the  lot  of  the  righteous,  lest  the 
righteous  should  put  forth  their  hand  to  wickedness. 

Lord,  do  thou  well  to  those  that  are  good  and  true  of  heart. 

As  for  all  those  that  turn  back  to  their  wicked  counsels,  God  shall  lead  them  forth 
with  the  evil  doers;  but  peace  shall  be  upon  Israel. 
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Du  bist  wie  eine  Blume, 
Der  H err! ichste, 


SCHUMANN. 
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PART  SONGS. 


The  River  Sprite, 

Bugle  Song  (Tennyson), 


(a)  The  lily  closes  its  chalice, 

Afloat  on  the  river’s  breast; 
Then  comes  the  sprite  of  the  river, 
And  makes  in  the  lily  her  nest. 


The  star  of  eve  is  her  watch-light, 
Her  curtain  the  rush’s  crest; 

The  waves  sing  lullabies  under, 

And  o’er  her  the  wind  of  the  west. 


Light  mists  float  over  the  river, 

And  cover  her  dreamless  rest; 
What  guest  hath  a  sweeter  chamber  ? 
What  chamber  a  lovelier  guest  ? 


.  J.  C.  D.  PARKER. 
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(b )  The  splendor  falls  on  castle  walls 
r  And  snowy  summits  old  in  story; 

The*long  light  shakes  across  the  lakes, 

And  the  wild  cataract  leaps  in  glory. 

Blow,  bugle,  blow  1  set  the  wild  echoes  flying  1 
Blow,  bugle  !  answer,  echoes,  dying,  dying,  dying. 

O  hark  !  O  hear!  how  thin  and  clear, 

And  thinner,  clearer,  farther  going  1 
O  sweet  and  far,  from  cliff  and  scar, 

The  horns  of  Elfland  faintly  blowing. 

Blow  1  let  us  hear  the  purple  glens  replying, 

Blow,  bugle  !  answer,  echoes,  dying,  dying,  dying. 

O  love,  they  die  in  yon  rich  sky ; 

They  faint  on  hill  or  field  or  river ; 

Our  echoes  roll  from  soul  to  soul, 

And  grow  forever  aud  forever. 

Blow,  bugle,  blow !  set  the  wild  echoes  flying  I- 
And  answer,  echoes,  answer, — dying,  dying,  dying. 


5.  HYMN,  for  Alto  Solo  and  Chorus, 


.  MENDELSSOHN. 


Lord,  my  heart’s  devotion  raises 
Off ’rings  to  thy  throne  above  ; 


Glad  to  sing  thy  hallowed  praises 
Aye  rejoicing  in  thy  love. 


6.  PART  SONGS. 


MENDELSSOHN. 


(a)  When  I  see,  at  set  of  sun, 

Golden  cloud-hills  rising  o’er  me, 

Fain  the  thought  would  come  before  me, 
Tears  mine  eyelids  swelling, 

Shall  that  be  my  dwelling 
When  this  weary  life  is  done  ? 


(b )  Season  of  pleasures, 


Hover  o’er  flowers, 


Com’st  thou  again, 


Culling  their  sweets. 


Shedding  thy  treasures 
O’er  hill  and  plain, 


Murmur  unceasing 


Through  nature  flows, 


Loosing  from  capture 
Ice-fettered  springs  ? 


Soft  odors  pleasing 
Lull  to  repose. 


Ah  !  see  what  rapture 
Thy  coming  brings  I 


Now  a  light  zephyr 


Passeth  me  by, 
Lingering  never, 


Lowland  and  mountains ! 
Azure  serene ! 


Lost  in  a  sigh ; 
Soon  it  returneth, 


Goldfish  in  fountains, 
Sporting  unseen ! 
Gay  pinions  glancing 
In  the  cool  grove, 
Warblers  entrancing, 
Singing  of  lov..  ! 


Breathing  of  bliss. 
Ah !  my  soul  burneth 
With  joy  like  this. 


Tell  me  whence  cometh 
This  new  delight? 
Spring-time  returneth, 

J oyous  and  bright  1 


Bees  ’mid  the  bowers’ 
Shady  retreats 
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Das  Meer  erstrahlt 
Fruhlingslled, 


.  .  .  FRANZ. 
MENDELSSOHN. 


8.  A  FINALE,  from  the  unfinished  Opera  "Loreley,”  (Soprano  Solo 

and  Chorus) . MENDELSSOHN 

CHORUS  OF  SPIRITS. 

From  whence  come  ye,  ye  fays  of  the  Rhine  ? 

From  Drachenfels,  from  Wolkenstein  I 
And  whence  come  ye  ? 

From  Bodensee, 

Some  from  lofty  steeps,  and  deeps, 

Where  winter  sleeps ! 

Warmer  by  moving,  we  love  to  he  roving 
And  cleaving  the  air; 

Ye  below,  arise  and  come  here  ! 

Fays  of  the  Rhine,  appear ! 


In  the  caves  of  rocks  and  mountains 
We  repose  by  crystal  fountains; 

Up  we  come  on  torrents  gushing, 
Evening  now  no  longer  blushing. 

Rocks  must  thunder,  floods  be  rushing, 
Fays  of  the  Rhine,  appear ! 


On  humid  pinions  hither  we  sweep, 

Rushing  up,  rushing  on  over  land  and  deep, 

The  ship-tackle  shatters,  the  oaks  riven  crash, 

For  the  wind  and  the  storm  thro’  the  wild  welkin  dash. 
In  deeps  of  the  ocean  we  sparkle  and  leap, 

Where  the  rocks  threaten  death,  our  vigils  we  keep; 
Alluring  the  sailor,  we  chant  a  strain 
To  draw  to  a  vortex  the  ship  on  the  main  ! 

When  the  moon  and  the  stars  in  the  night  shed  no  ray, 
We  gather  in  torrents  to  visit  and  play, 

The  tempest  is  howling,  the  stream  rolls  along, 

The  clouds,  the  winds  and  waves  join  in  song  ! 


Hark !  who  comes  ?  Here  now  appears 
One  who  slieddeth  sorrow’s  tears! 

LEONORA. 


'YUIla 
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Wretched !  deceived  !  and  unjustly  injected ! 

Cast  aside  like  a  flower  when  wantonly  gathered, 

Torn  away  from  the  spray  while  its  leaves  were  expanding  t 
And  thus  is  love  requited  ?  Love  so  true  as  mine  ? 

Where  now  is  vengeance,  where  retribution 
For  wrongs  so  deep  ? 


Chorus —  Where  now  is  vengeance,  etc. 

LEONORA. 

Say  where  is  the  justice  of  Heaven,  which,  even-handed, 
Sternly  upholds  with  its  might 
And  guardeth  the  right? 

Where  now  awaiteth  wrath  to  punish  ? 

When  will  it  flashing  descend, 

Striking  the  crime-guilty  head  ? 

Where  tarries  the  justice  of  Heaven? 

Chorus  —  Where  tarries,  etc. 


LEONORA. 

Thus  do  I  call,  imploring  assistance, 

Ye  that  lie  hidden  in  darkness, 

In  rocks  and  waters,  in  clouds  and  winds, 
Come  to  my  aid  I  hear  me  now !  help  me ! 


Chorus 


Chorus 


Chorus 


Chorus 


Chorus 


Chorus 


Chorus 


-  By  thee  invited  we  gather,  we  gather, 

From  rocks  and  waters,  from  clouds  and  winds, 
Tell  us,  what  is  thy  desire  ? 

LEONORA. 

Retribution  !  Vengeance!  for  passion  slighted, 
Deep  affection  blighted 
By  him  whom  I  gave  my  heart. 

Vengeance  on  him  and  all  men  ! 

May  they  all  meet  the  disdain  of  woman ! 
Desiring  languish,  and  feel  the  anguish 
That  self-corroding  preys  on  the  heart. 

-  V engeance  soon  shall  be  thine  ! 

LEONORA. 

Give  me  beauty,  grace  irresistible  ! 

Give  me  a  voice  to  charm  all  who  hear  it ! 

Give  me  the  might  to  inspire  fatal  love  ! 

■  Beauty  and  love’s  fatal  might, 

Thou  shalt  possess  them ; 

Vengeance  also  we  bring ! 

LEONORA. 

Then  tell  me,  ye  terrible  rulers, 

Tell  me  the  price  of  this  death-dealing  power; 
Name  it  I  I  swear,  if  I  only  possess  it, 

It  soon  shall  be  yours  ! 

•With  thy  heart  shalt  thou  reward  us, 

Thou  shalt  give  us  thy  affection  ! 

LEONORA. 

I  will  give  ye  my  affection  ! 

To  the  Rhine  thou  shalt  be  wedded, 

Dwell  within  its  deeps  enthroned ! 

LEONORA. 

Agreed !  x\greed ! 

Thus  as  I  rend  this  veil  asunder, 

Rent  be  the  love  I  fondly  cherished  ! 

Cast  thus  away  unregretted, 

’Tis  now  consigned  to  the  stormy  wind. 

My  heart  be  hard  as  the  rocks  around  thee ; 

Cold  and  reckless ! 

Take,  O  stream,  my  love  and  be  mine. 

Soon  as  the  work  of  vengeance  is  ended, 

I  am  thine,  only  thine ! 

As  thou  hast  rent  the  veil  asunder, 

Rent  be  the  love  you  fondly  cherished, 

Cast  thus  away  unregretted! 

LEONORA. 

Away,  thou  token  of  love,  thou  bridal  ring, — 
Once  valued  bridal  ring! 

Take,  O  stream,  my  love  and  be  mine  ! 

Thus  boldly  rushing,  I  purchase  my  vengeance. 

Hail  the  might  of  mortality ! 

Hail,  fair  and  fleeting  reality  ! 

Retribution,  vengeance,  shall  gladden  thy  heart! 


1 1  ** 


t's  lonntal  of  llwsk. 


BOSTON,  MAY 1869. 


Concert  Review. 

Last  week  brought  Mme.  Parepa-Rosa’s 
concert,  of  which  we  had  to  deprive  ourselves, but 
which  by  all  accounts  was  a  success,  the  great 
songstress  being  cordially  welcomed  back  after 
her  long  illness,  and  showing  that  she  had  lost 
none  of  the  power  and  splendor  of  her  voice  or 
skill,  nor  of  the  spirit  with  which  she  always  en¬ 
ters  into  things. 

Mr.  Parker’s  Vocal  Club  of  amateurs 
sang  another  exquisite  programme  on  the  even¬ 
ings  of  May  1st  and  8th.  The  severe  bereave¬ 
ment  which  had  befallen  Mr.  Parker  deprived 
tuemofhis  presence;  but  the  Club,  having  so 
carefully  prepared  the  music  (of  which,  by  what 
might  seem  a  providential  significance,  a  princi¬ 
pal  feature  was  a  requiem  for  a  child),  were 
moved  to  give  the  concert,  making  it  an  expres¬ 
sion  of  their  respect  and  tender  sympathy  for 
their  leader.  Mr.  Lang  kindly  took  his  place 
for  the  occasion. 

The  selections  were,  first,  a  Prayer  (Da  nobis 
pacem )  by  Mendelssohn ;  then  a  singularly  refined 
and  beautiful  Benedictus  and  Agnus  Dei ,  for 
Quartet  and  Chorus,  from  the  fourth  Mass  of 
Haydn  ; — the  Duet  of  Soprani  from  Mendels¬ 
sohn’s  95th  Psalm;  and  a  Cantata:  “Easter 
Morning,”  by  Ferdinand  Hiller,  a  novelty  of 
considerable  length  and  variety,  and  full  of  inter¬ 
est  ;  it  is  for  a  Soprano  Solo  with  male  chorus. — 
Selections  from  the  “Midsummer  Night’s  Dream” 
music  followed,  the  fairy  Overture  and  Scherzo 
being  finely  played  with  four  hands  by  a  lady 
amateur  with  Mr.  Lang,  and  the  choruses  most 
delicately  and  sweetly  sung.  After  a  couple  of 
part-songs  (“Morning  Prayer,”  Mendelssohn,  and 
“Hunting  Song,”  Schumann),  came  Schumann’s 
“Requiem  for  Mignon.”  The  subject,  from 
Goethe’s  “Wilhelm  Meister”  (Book  vii,,  Chap.  8), 
is  one  of  the  most  beautiful  that  could  be  found 
for  music.  The  imaginary  scene  is  thus  described: 

[The  Abbe  called  them,  in  the  evening,  to  attend 
the  exequies  of  Mignon.  The  company  proceeded 
to  the  Hall  of  the  Past ;  they  found  it  magnificently 
ornamented  and  illuminated.  The  walls  were  hung 
with  azure  tapestry  Utlmost  from  ceiling  to  floor,  so 
that  nothing  but  the  friezes  and  socles,  above  and  be¬ 
low,  were  visible.  On  the  four  candelabras  in  the 
corners  large  wax  lights  were  burning  ;  smaller  lights 
were  in  the  four  smaller  candelabras  placed  by  the 
sarcophagus  in  the  middle.  Near  this  stood  four 
boys,  dressed  in  azure,  with  silver ;  they  had  broad 
fans  of  ostrich-feathers,  which  they  waved  above  a 
figure  that  was  resting  upon  the  sarcophagus.  The 
company  sat  down  ;  two  invisible  choruses  began,  in 
*a  soft,  musical  recitative  to  ask  :  “Whom  bring  ye  us 


lombastic  flatness.” 
ate  in  the  matter. 


We  would  rather  not  adju 
All  we  shall  suggest  is  th.  t  wl 


Lie  in  uie  inauci.  xx. i  . 

corporating  the  tune  of  the  “Marseillaise  into 
iverture,  Schumann  might  have  done  someth. 


have 


ore  than  limit  his  experiment  to  bare  quotati 
nother  noticeable  experiment  in  the  25th  concer 

with  Cherubim  s  noble 


hich  began,  by  the  way, 
irture  to  Les  deux  Jourrufes  (a  composition  t 
.peaks  convincingly  for  itself)  was  Mr.  Halle  s  ] 
formance  of  Beethoven’s  fourth  pianoforte  concc 
in  G)  with  Beethoven’s  own  “cadences.  .  lh 
r cadences”  we  cannot  think  worthy  a  place  in  a  w 
,f  such  perfect  beauty,  although  Beethoven  himse, 
[he  author  of  them. 

The  26th  concert  (the  last  of  the  regular  ser 
vas  rendered  memorable  by  one  of  those  peiforrr 
es  of  Beethoven’s  orchestral  Colossus,  the  Sy  tnph 
9  with  choruses,  for  which  the  Crystal  1  a 
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famous.  As  of  old,  the  three  purely  orches 


S  famous.  AS  OI  Oiu,  uiu  , 

baovements  were  wonderfully  executed,  although 
honfess  that,  according  to  our  own  estimate  of  t 

L  .  i  n  .1 _ ...» n  4-  nlr/in  pnm  a  nr  n  of 
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Character,  each  of  them  was  taken  somewhat  too 
C  ,  £  .  v,„  *v,„  The  v 


for  the  effect  intended  by  the  composer 
jarts,  both  choral  and  solo  quartet  (Mile.  Re* 
[iss  Julia  Elton,  Messrs.  G.  Perren  and  L.  Thon 
left  much  to  desire.  In  anticipation  of  this  d> 
jack,  a  specious  apology  appeared  in  the  program 
irhich,  now  that  the  agitation  for  lowering  the  tr 


pitch  is  going  on,  may  be  read  with 


some  n 


bst  \  ~ 

“In  no  composition  would  the  alteration  of 
nusical  pitch  be  more  welcome  than  in  this, 
leect  with  all  the  ability  and  anxiety  of  chorus 
prs  it  is  impossible  to  obtain  a  thoroughly  satisfai 
lerformance  of  the  vocal  movements.  Many  of 
lotes  are  out  of  reach.  To  those  conductors 
pill  not  allow  themselves  to  tamper  with  Beethov 
passages  there  is  therefore  no  alternative  but  to 
the  “Choral  Symphony”  by  till  the  pitch  is  lower 

Does  Mr.  Manns  intend  by  this  that  unless  the 
bical  pitch  is  lowered  the  “Choral  Symphony” 
henceforth  be  withdrawn  from  the  Crystal  1 
programmes?  And,  if  not,  what  ?  The  interes 
the  26th  concert  was  greatly  enhanced  by  the  cq 
sration  of  a  distinguished  foreigner,  Herr  Carl  R 
ecke,  director  of  the  famous  Gewandhaus  Concer 
Leipsic,  who  as  composer  and  performer  hasatta 
equally  high  eminence  at  home.  It  was  there 
pnly  proper  that  as  Herr  Reinccke  had  been  inv 
to  play  he  should  be  asked  to  play  one  of  his 
(compositions.  The  work  chosen  by  our  esteei 
visitor  was  the  concerto  in  F  sharp  minor,  perton 
it  the  Crystal  Palace  two  years  ago,  with  mei 
success,  by  Mr.  Oscar  Beringer,  one  of  Herr  It 
jcke’s  cleverest  pupils.  This  concerto,  which  ct 
tot  fail  to  strike,  even  at  a  first  hearing,  as  a 
luetic^  of  uncommon  merit,  gains  much  by  the 
liortuni  ^  of  a  second,  and  more  especially  as  , 
second  enabled  us  to  judge  of  it  by  the  light  of 
Composer’s  own  reading.  Each  of  the  three  m 
lents  is  constructed  after  the  legitimate  cltj 
model,  and  each  contains  points  worth  attent, 
\s  showing  that  not  only  Herr  Reinecke  can  tli 
Independently  for  himself,  but  that  what  ho  has 
pay  deserves  a  hearing.  The  first  allegro  is  brod 
lesigned  ;  the  adagio  evinces  both  fancy  and  deli, 
treatment ;  while  th q  finale,  an  allegro  con  brio  in 
lajor  key  of  F  sharp  (a  key  but  rarely  used  and  v 
lifficult  to  play  in,  as  musicians  are  aware)  is  spi 
bd  from  end  to  end.  Herr  Reinecke’s  performa 
Ivas  that  alike  of  a  skilled  and  ready  virtuoso  an 
[borough  musician.  His  execution  is  brilliant  i 
Inent,  and  his  expression  at  once  natural  and  m 
rected.  The  concerto  created  a  very  marked  imp* 
bion.  Herr  Reinecke  was  applauded  after  each  Si( 
rate  movement,  and  called  back  unanimously  at’t 
conclusion.  There  was,  in  addition  to  the  concer 
favorable  specimen  of  Herr  Reinecke’s  purely 
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1.  PRAYER — (Da  nobis  pacem),  ....  Mendelssohn. 

2.  “  BENEDICTUS  ”  and  “  AGNUS  DEI  ”  —  From  the 

Fourth  Mass.  (Quartette  and  Chorus),  .  .  .  Haydn. 

3.  DUET  (Two  Soprani)  from  the  95th  Psalm,  .  Mendelssohn. 

'Vywm  v 

“In  His  hand  are  all  the  corners  of  the  earth,  and 
the  strength  of  the  hills  is  also  His.  Hro  H  A>WT3cL» 

“  O  come,  let  us  worship,  and  kneel  before  the 

Lord.” 

4.  EASTER  MORNING  — A  Cantata,  .  _  .  Ferd.  Hiller. 

(Soprano  Solo  and  Male  Chorus.) 


On  Easter  morn  the  lark  was  so 
The  farthest  air-domains  amoi 
Beneath  the  azure  dome  outpoui 
A  joyful  resurrection-song. 

And  as  she  carolled  thus,  there  q 
A  thousand  echoes  on  the  plaii 
Awake  !  the  old  is  gone  forever  ; 
Awake,  thou  world,  to  youth  a 

.  UP' 

Awake,  ye  brooks  that  thread  th 
And  praise  the  Lord  in  joyous 
Beneath  the  glowing  sunshine  r £ 
Ye  verdant  plants  and  fields  of 


Ye  violets  in  the  wood-recesses, 
Ye  flowers  that  bloom  upon  th 
Unite  in  praise  to  Him  that  blesf 
For  Love  is  stronger  than  is  D 


to  the  still  dwelling  V*  The  four  boys  replied,  with 
lovely  voices  :  “  ’Tis  a  tired  playmate  whom  we  briug 
you  :  let  her  rest  in  your  still  dwelling  fjll  the  songs 
of  her  heavenly  sisters  once  more  awaken  her.” 

In  alternate  strains  of  chorus  and'  quartet  of 
boys  Schumann  has  with  a  true  ins/tinct  caught 
the  spirit  and  expression  of  the  whole  ;  the  open¬ 
ing,  so  mournful  yet  resigned  ;  then/  the  awaken¬ 
ing  of  hope :  “Yet  look  at  the  ^tronsj*  wings  ;  look 
at  the  light,  clear  robe  !  How  glitters  the  golden 
band  upon  the  head  !  Look  at  thei  beautiful,  the 
noble  repose  !” — Then  the  sad  answer  of  the 
Boys  :  “Ah  !  the  wings  do  not  raise  her.”  Then 
the  steadily  rising  strain  of  faith  and  exhortation  : 
“Cast  forward  the  eye  of  the  spirit  ;”  “Children, 
turn  back  into  life  !”  “Hasten  into'  life  !  In  the 
pure  garments  of  beauty  may  Love  meet  you 
with  heavenly  looks  and  with  the  wreath  of  im¬ 
mortality  !”  We  wish  we  could  give  all  the 
words  (Carlyle’s  translation),  or  describe  the 
singular  beauty  of  the  music,  with  its  mingled 
pathos  and  uplifting  inspiration,  or  do  justice  to 
the  admirable  manner  in  which  this  and  all,  the 
pieces  were  simg. 


Awake,  ye  spirits  who  in  sadness 
Around  the  graves  of  loved  ones  cling, 

Ye  weeping  eyes  that  find  no  gladness 
In  all  the  early  bloom  of  Spring  ! 

Ye  searchers  who  o’er  desert  places 
In  erring  dreams  are  wandering  still, 

Awake  !  a  new-born  world  amazes; 

Here  is  a  wonder,  if  ye  will  ! 

Rejoice,  then,  all  your  comfort  taking 
In  God’s  salvation  freely  shown  ! 

There  is  an  inward  soul-awaking, 
Spring-like,  to  every  heart  made  known. 

Soft  winds  revive  what  late  was  thirsting, 
Youth  is  appearing  far  and  near  ; 

The  breath  of  God  the  tomb  is  bursting, 
Awake  !  the  joyous  morn  is  here  ! 


5.  SELECTIONS  FROM  THE  “MIDSUMMER  NIGHT’S  DREAM” 
Music, . •  .  Mendelssohn. 


Overture. 


Scherzo. 


Solo  and  Chorus.  ( Female  Voices.) 


,  *hr 

First  Fairy.  You  spotted  snakes,  with  double  tongue,  "V,  ’  ■ 

Thorny  hedge-hogs,  be  not  seen ; 


Newts  and  blind  worms,  do  no  wrong  ; 
Come  not  near  our  fairy  queen. 


Chorus.  Philomel,  with  melody, 

Sing  in  our  sweet  lullaby; 

Lulla,  lulla,  lullaby  ;  lulla,  lulla,  lullaby; 
Never  harni,  nor  spell,  nor  charm, 
Come  our  lovely  lady  nigh; 

So  good-night,  with  lullaby. 


Second  Fairy.  Weaving  spiders,  come  not  here; 


Hence,  you  long-legg’d  spinners,  hence ! 
Beetles  black,  approach  not  near; 

Worm,  nor  snail,  do  no  offence. 


Chorus.  Philomel,  with  melody,  &c. 

First  Fairy.  Hence,  away  !  now  all  is  well; 
One  aloof  stand  sentinel. 


Notturno. 


Chorus.  ( With  Solo.) 

. 

Through  this  house  give  glimmering  light, 
By  the  dead  and  drowsy  fire, 

Every  elf  and  fairy  sprite 
Hop  as  light  as  bird  from  brier  ; 

And  this  ditty  after  me 
Sing,  and  dance  it  trippingly. 


Trip  away  ;  make  no  stay  ; 
Meet  me  all  by  break  of  day. 


Morning  Prayer,  .  .  Mendelssohn. 
Hunter’s  Song,  .  .  .  Schumann. 


(a.)  Deep  silence  reigns  !  mine  ear  attending, 
Catclieth  no  sound  of  joy  or  mirth  ; 
The  woods  alone  in  reverence  bending, 
As  though  God  walked  upon  the  earth. 

I  seem  as  though  anew  created  ; 

No  sorrow  now  nor  want  is  mine  ; 
What  yesterday  my  soul  elated, 

To-day  I  would  with  joy  resign. 

The  world  with  all  its  gains  and  losses 
To  me  is  but  the  pilgrim’s  road, 

That  o’er  life’s  troubled  river  crosses, 

To  guide  me  on  to  Thee,  O  God  ! 


( b . )  Pretty  is  the  birdling’s  footprint  light, 

Tripping  o’er  the  snow-clad  mountainilieight ! 
Pretty  is  the  print  of  darling’s  hand, 

When  I  wander  in  a  distant  land  ! 

See  how  lofty  is  the  heron’s  flight ; 

Arrow  cannot  reach  the  daring  height ! 
Thousand,  thousand  times  more  swift  and  high 
Can  the  burning  thoughts  of  true  love  fly  ! 


Sa. 
6. 


7.  REQUIEM  FOR  MlGNON, 


Schumann. 


[  The  Abbe  called  them,  in  the  evening,  to  attend  the  exequies  of  Mignon.  The  company  proceeded 
to  the  Hall  of  the  Past ;  they  found  it  magnificently  ornamented  and  illuminated.  The  -walls  were  hung 
with  azure  tapestry  almost  from  ceiling  to  floor,  so  that  nothing  but  the  friezes  and  socles,  above  and  be¬ 
low,  were  visible.  On  the  four  candelabras  in  the  corner  large  wax  lights  were  burning  ;  smaller  lights 
were  in  the  four  smaller  candelabras  placed  by  the  sarcophagus  in  the  middle.  Near  this  stood  four  boys, 
dressed  in  azure,  with  silver ;  they  had  broad  fans  of  ostrich-feathers,  which  they  waved  above  a  figure 
that  was  resting  upon  the  sarcophagus.  The  company  sat  down  ;  two  invisible  choruses  began,  in  a  soft, 
musical  recitative,  to  ask  :  “Whom  bring  ye  us  to  the  still  dwelling  ?”  The  four  boys  replied,  with 
lovely  voices  :  “  ’T  is  a  tired  playmate  whom  we  bring  you  ;  let  her  rest  in  your  still  dwelling  till  the 
songs  of  her  heavenly  sisters  once  more  awaken  her.”  ] 

CHORUS. 

Firstling  of  youth  in  our  circle,  we  welcome  tliee  !  with  sadness  welcome 
thee.  May  no  boy,  no  maiden  follow  !  Let  age  only,  willing  and  composed, 
approach  the  silent  Hall,  and  in  the  solemn  company  repose  this  one  dear  child. 

BOYS. 

Ah,  reluctantly  we  brought  her  hither  !  Ah,  and  she  is  to  remain  here. 
Let  us,  too,  remain  ;  let  us  weep,  let  us  weep  upon  her  bier  ! 

CHORUS. 

Yet  look  at  the  strong  wings  ;  look  at  the  light,  clear  robe  !  How  glitters 
the  golden  hand  upon  the  head  !  Look  at  the  beautiful,  the  noble  repose  ! 

BOYS. 

Ah  !  the  wings  do  not  raise  her;  in  the  frolic-game  her  robe  flutters  to  and 
fro  no  more.  When  we  hound  her  head  with  roses,  her  looks  on  us  were  kind 
and  friendly. 

CHORUS. 

Cast  forward  the  eye  of  the  spirit.  Awake  in  your  souls  the  imaginative 
power  which  carries  forth  what  is  fairest,  what  is  highest  —  Life,  away  beyond 
the  stars. 

BOYS. 

But,  ah  !  we  find  her  not  here;  in  the  garden  she  wanders  not;  the  flowers 
of  the  meadow  she  plucks  no  longer.  Let  us  weep;  we  ai*e  leaving  her  here. 
Let  us  weep,  and  remain  with  her. 


CHORUS. 

Children,  turn  back  into  life  !  Your  tears  let  the  fresh  air  dry,  which  plays 
upon  the  rushing  water.  Fly  from  night!  Day,  and  Pleasure,  and  Continu¬ 
ance  are  the  lot  of  the  living. 

BOYS. 

Up  !  Turn  back  into  life  !  Let  the  day  give  us  labor  and  pleasure,  till  the 
evening  brings  us  rest,  and  the  nightly  sleep  refreshes  us. 

CHORUS. 

Children,  hasten  into  life  !  In  the  pure  garments  of  beauty  may  Love  meet 
you  with  heavenly  looks  and  with  the  wreath  of  immortality  ! 

(Goethe’s  “Wilhelm  Meistcr,”  Book  VIII,  Chap.  8.  Carlyle’s  translation.) 


/v  ►  /ryo 


PROGRAMME. 

- 

PART  u 


i.  Recitative  (Tenor)  and  Choral,  from  the  Christmas  Oratorio,  .  .  Bach. 

“  When  they  had  heard  the  king,  then  they  departed ;  and  lo,  the  star,  which  they  saw  in  the  east,  went 
before  them,  until  it  came  and  stood  over  where  the  young  child  was.” 

“  When  they  saw  the  star,  they  rejoiced  with  exceeding  joy,  and  came  into  the  house,  and  saw  the  young 
child  with  Mary  his  mother,  and  fell  down  and  worshipped  him  :  and  when  they  had  opened  their  treasures, 
they  presented  him  gold,  and  frankincense,  and  myrrh.” 


Behold  me  stand  Thy  manger  near, 

Child  Jesus,  my  salvation  ! 

I  come  to  bring  mine  offering  here, 

’Twas  Thine  own  free  donation  ! 

Take  all  that  Thou  hast  given  me, 

Heart,  soul,  and  strength,  take  all  to  Thee, 

•z,  ,,  And  let  my  gift  find  favor. 

2.  Benedictus,  (Soprano  Solo  and  Chorus,) . Weber. 

foyvj  (3 

3.  Selection  from  “  Orpheus,”  (Alto  Solo  and  Chorus,) . Gluck. 

(The  scene  here  represented  is  where  Orpheus  descends  to  the  infernal  regions  in  search  of  Eurydice.  He 
is  met  at  the  entrance  by  Furies,  who  with  wild  dances  and  threats  endeavor  to  intimidate  him  and  resist  his 
farther  progress.  The  soothing  influence  of  Orpheus’  song  gradually  becomes  apparent,  until  they  finally 
retire  and  leave  him  to  pursue  his  way  without  opposition.) 

4.  Aria,  (Bass,)  “  Per  questa  bella  mano,” 

(  (a.)  The  River  Sprite, 

5.  Part  Songs,  -j 

((6.)  Hunting  Song,  .  . . Mendelssohn 

(a.)  The  lily  closes  its  chalice, 

Afloat  on  the  river’s  breast ; 

Then  comes  the  sprite  of  the  river, 

And  makes  in  the  lily  her  nest. 

The  star  of  eve  is  her  watchlight, 

Her  curtain  the  rush’s  crest ; 

The  waves  sing  lullabies  under. 

And  o’er  her  the  wind  of  the  west. 

Light  mists  float  over  the  river, 

And  cover  her  dreamless  rest ; 

What  guest  hath  a  sweeter  chamber, 

What  chamber  a  lovelier  guest  ? 


(3.)  Through  soft  swaying  branches  the  moon’s  golden  light 
Shines  over  the  valley,  yet  shadow’d  in  night, 

Far  off  from  the  castle  the  wood-horn’s  note 
And  neigh  of  the  horses  hither  float. 

Now  meadow  and  lake  and  the  cloud-spotted  sky 
But  flash  on  the  sight  as  the  chase  rushes  by ; 

Now  darkness  again  hides  the  hunter’s  way. 

O  love  !  O  rapture  !  I  cannot  stay. 

Ever  onward  and  onward  the  echoes  stray, 

O’er  forest  and  woodland  away,  where  away? 

What  life-giving  freshness  morn’s  odors  impart ! 

Loud  rustle  the  tree-tops,  high  swells  the  heart. 


Mozart. 


J.  C.  D.  Parker. 


S  £r£/  'fcnjLM*  Ao/lo  , 
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PART  II. 


- +C* - 

THE  LYRIC  ODES  OF  RACINE’S  “ATHALIE”  Set  to  Music  by  Mendelssohn. 


1.  OVERTURE. 

2.  Heaven  and  the  earth  display  His  grandeur  is  unbounded; 

They  declare  He  is  God  ;  they  resound  his  endless  fame; 
He  was  Lord  over  all,  ere  the  universe  was  founded  : 

O  praise  ye  Him  in  song,  His  wondrous  love  proclaim  ! 

No  hostile  force  Injustice  raises, 

Can  silence  His  elect,  who  bow  and  sing  his  praises ; 

For  everlasting  is  his  name 
From  day  to  day,  His  power  and  glory  are  resounded ; 
Heaven  and  the  earth  display  His  grandeur  is  unbounded  ; 

O  praise  ye  Him  in  song,  His  wondrous  love  proclaim  ! 

Heaven  and  the  earth  display  His  grandeur  is  unbounded  ; 
O  praise  ye  Him  in  song.  His  wondrous  love  proclaim  ! 

Each  fruit  He  forms,  and  stores  with  honied  treasures ; 

He  gives  the  lovely  flowers  their  varied  hues  ; 

Each  night  and  day,  with  constant  care  He  measures, 
Tempers  the  parched  earth — cools  it  with  evening  dews  ; 
And  earth,  redundant  crown’d,  sustains  each  living  creature* 

H.e  ordained  the  sun  to  animate  all  nature  ; 

Light  is  the  gift  of  his  creating  hands ; 

But  past  expressing, 

Man’s  greatest  blessing, 

We  now  inherit  in  his  pure  and  just  commands. 

O  Sinai !  thou  theme  of  never  ending  story, — 

Theme  of  that  day,  when  God  in  awful  splendor  came  ; 
When,  on  thy  summit,  clad  in  flame, 

He  veiled  His  radiant  form 
In  the  clouds  of  the  storm, 

Which  dazzled  mortal  eyes  with  the  brightness  of  H  ;s  glory- 
O  say,  why  then  did  vivid  lightnings  flash  around, 

And  smoke  in  torrents  roll ?  Why  did  the  air  resound 
With  His  trumpets  and  His  thunder? 

Why  did  the  rocks  and  mountains  shake  at  His  descent? 
Say,  why  was  earth  thus  rent 
From  her  foundations —  rent  asunder? 

He  came  to  reveal  to  the  children  of  our  race, 

Precepts  of  holiness,  for  glory  that  increaseth  ; 

He  came  unto  the  people  chosen  by  His  grace, 
Commanding  them  to  love  H im  with  love  that  never  ceaseth. 

Holy,  holy,  ever-blessed  law  ! 

O  sovereign  justice,  gcodness  past  expressing  ! 

Grateful  to  God,  in  return  for  his  blessing, 

Let  us  render  Him  love  with  our  faith  and  our  awe  ! 

He  freed  our  sires  from  Egypt’s  cruel  sway, 

In  deserts  led  and  fed  them  night  and  day  ; 

Our  just  and  sacred  laws  a  God  of  kindness  prove  Him  ; 
And  for  our  good,  they  command  us  to  love  Him. 


Holy,  holy,  ever-blessed  law  ! 

He  fought  for  them,  — He  made  the  deep  divide, 

And  from  arid  rocks,  refreshing  streamlets  glide  ; 

Our  just  and  sacred  laws  a  God  of  kindness  prove  Him  ! 
And  for  our  good,  they  command  us  to  love  Him. 

Holy,  holy,  ever-blessed  law  ! 

O  sovereign  justice,  goodness  past  expressing  ! 

Grateful  to  God,  in  return  for  this  blessing, 

Let  us  render  him  love  with  our  faith  and  our  awe  ! 

Ye  who  through  servile  fear  unwillingly  are  moved, 

A  God  so  good  to  you  should  fill  your  hearts  with  zeal. 
And  is  it  then  so  hard  to  own  He  should  be  loved  ?  — 

To  feel  as  grateful  hearts  should  feel  ? 

The  bondman  trembles  when  his  tyrant  frowneth  : 

A  father’s  love,  His  loving  children  crovvneth. 

If  God,  in  love  to  you,  His  kindness  thus  imparts  ; 

Love  Him  with  all  your  hearts. 

Holy,  holy,  ever-blessed  law, 

O  sovereign  justice,  goodness  past  expressing  ! 

Grateful  to  God,  in  return  for  this  blessing. 

Let  us  render  Him  love  with  our  faith  and  our  awe. 

Heaven  and  earth  display  His  grandeur  is  unbounded  ; 
They  declare  He  is  God  ;  they  resound  His  endless  fame  ! 


3.  What  star  in  its  glory  upriseth? 

H  ow  beautiful  and  bright  is  this  child’s  dawning  ray! 
From  vanity  he  turneth  away ; 

And  all  that  worldly  pride  deviseth, 

He  scorneth  as  a  vain  display. 

While  Athalie  for  Baal  prepareth 

Her  incense  and  her  strains  of  praise, 

This  child  in  her  presence  declareth 
That  God  alone  hath  endless  days. 

He,  like  Elijah,  boldly  stands  forth, 

Undismayed  by  this  Jezebel’s  wrath. 

Say,  in  thy  hidden  birth,  what  is  by  Heaven  intended? 
Art  thou,  blessed  child,  from  a  prophet  sire  descended? 

Daily,  our  fathers  witnessed  Samuel 
Before  the  tabernacle  kneeling, 

While  heaven’s  decrees  they  heard  him  revealing. 

As  he  came,  may  you  come  to  comfort  Israel  ! 

Ever-blessed  child,  rejoice, 

By  heavenly  love  protected  ; 

Fearing  the  Lord,  heeding  His  voice, 

Shielded  by  Him  and  daily  directed  ! 

Far  from  the  world  and  gifted  by  heaven,  still  go, 

Gracing  thy  holy  birth  ; 

Unstained  by  sin  while  enduring  its  woe, 

Increase  in  wisdom  and  increase  in  worth. 

O,  what  lasting  joy  attendeth  [fendeth 

Childhood  when  taught  by  heav’n,  childhood  the  Lord  de 


Thus  in  a  secluded  vale, 

On  the  marge  of  a  streamlet  unmoved, 

Sheltered  from  winter’s  gale, 

A  lily  expands,  cherished  by  Nature,  and  loved. 

O  how  blest,  how  blest  are  they 
Who  fear  the  Lord  in  youth,  and  all  His  laws  obey  ! 

Alas  !  that  all  by  virtue  sainted, 

Find  life  a  doubtful  maze, — 

Its  path  bewilder’d  ways  1 
That  souls  who  seek  the  Lord,  who  would  remain  untainted, 
Meet  only  foes  on  every  side  !  — 

That  they  must  war  against  oppressors. 

Where  can  the  righteous  safely  hide? 

The  earth  is  filled  with  vile  transgressors. 

J  O  David’s  regal  home,  thou  city  loved  so  well, 

Renowned  mount,  where  God  himself  deigned  to  dwell ! 
Why  is  it,  that  on  thee,  the  heavens  in  wrath  have  frowned? 

Behold,  Zion,  behold  !  canst  thou  refrain  thy  tears  ! 

See  a  stern  stranger  crowned 
Upon  thy  throne,  thine  ancient  throne  appears  1 

And  now  in  thy  temple  that  rang 
With  canticles  of  praise  our  holy  David  sang, 

To  glorify  the  Lord,  his  God,  his  heavenly  Father. 

Behold,  Zion,  behold  !  behold  with  grief  and  shame, 
Impious  strangers  proclaim 
Their  God  is  supreme,  and  thus  blaspheme  'he  Lord, 
Whose  name  thy  kings  ador’d  ! 


How  long,  how  long,  O  Lord,  shall  we,  who  bow  before 
Thee, 

It  hold  the  hostile  godless  against  Thee  arise? 

Within  Thy  holy  temple,  they  scorn  Thy  sacrifice  ; 

And  treat  us  as  insane  — Thy  people  that  adore  Thee. 


How  long,  how  long,  O  Lord,  shall  we 
See  the  godless  against  Thee  arise? 


They,  Lord,  who  scoff  at  Thee, 

Who  scorn,  while  we  adore  Thee, — 

These  heirs  of  wrath  shall  never  see 
Thy  holy  Zion’s  glory 

Reflecting  heaven’s  eternal  rays. 

The  just  alone  shall  bow  within  the  heavenly  portal,  — 
The  just,  in  lays  immortal 
Shall  magnify  Thy  name  in  praise  ! 


The  sinner’s  joys  decay, 

As  the  night  in  morning  waneth  ; 

Like  dreams  they  fade  away, 

And  regret  unceasing  remaineth. 

Waking,  they  mourn 
For  delights  that  ne’er  return. 

While  the  just  at  Thy  table  are  tasting 
Holy  pence  and  comforts  of  life  everlasting  ; 

Thy  deriders,  tormented,  shall  drink  the  bitter  woes. 
Which  Thou,  Lord,  in  thy  wrath,  on  the  day  of  retribution 
Hast  justly  prepared  for  all  Thy  foes. 


O  horror,  thus  to  wake  ! 

O  vain  and  fleeting  vision  ! 
O  woful,  direful  mistake  ! 


4.  Lord,  let  us  hear  Thy  voice,  while  humbly  bending  ! 
Then  shall  we  feel  its  holy,  soothing  power  ! 

As  when  the  dews  of  Spring  descending, 

Revive  each  drooping  herb  and  flower.  [ing. 

Promised  joys  !  menaced  woes  !  O  mystic  gloom  impend- 
Are  they  blessings  or  curses  that  gather  now  above? 

Can  frowning  storms  of  wrath  descending 
Be  blent  with  smiling  beams  of  love? 


How  long,  how  long,  O  Lord,  shall  we,  who  bow  before 
Thee, 

See  the  godless  against  Thee  arise? 

Tell  us  why,  they  say,  stern  virtue  should  be  regarded? 

)  1  Should  all  the  delights  we  prize 

Be  dreaded  and  discarded? 

What  has  God  done  fcr  you?  O,  be  wise  ! 

Rejoice  !  exclaims  the  frantic  throng  : 

Cherish  mirth,  and  banish  sadness  ! 

Bring  garlands,  odors,  let  the  lyre 
The  dance  inspire. 

Awake  the  song, 

And  fill  our  hearts  with  gladness  ! 

None  can  tell  what  a  day  may  bring  ; 

Waft  care  away  on  Pleasure’s  wing  ! 

Enjoy  the  present  hours, 

And  cull  their  fleeting  flow’rs  ! 

Who,  this  day, 
el^ {  i  Can  say, 

de- 1  To-morrow  will  be  ours? 


O  Zion  !  thou  art  doomed,  devouring  flames  will  burn  all- 
Destroy  thy  relics — Thine,  O  Lord  ! 

Our  Zion  firmly  stands  on  great  Jehovah’s  word  ; 

His  promise  is  eternal  ! 

Thy  splendors  disappear,  they  fade  before  mine  eyes  ! 

I  see,  on  every  side,  her  splendid  rays  extending  ! 

See,  in  a  guu"  profound,  our  Zicn  is  descending  ! 

I  see  Zion’s  head  in  the  shies  ! 

How  low-,  alac,  how  low  ! 

How  high,  and  O,  how’  glorious  ! 

Hear  her  cries,  full  of  woe  ! 

Hear  her  songs,  all  victorious  ! 

These  cries  of  doubts,  forbear; 

Our  God  will  make  all  clear. 

Let  us  revere  Him, 

And  humbly  fear  Him  ! 


Revere  Him, 

And  humbly  fear  Him  : 

His  frowns  will  prove 
But  hidden  smiles  of  love. 


Hearts  feel,  that  love  Thee, 

No  evil  can  disturb  their  rest ; 

Craving  Thy  grace,  Lord,  granted  ere  they  implore  Thee, 
Thus  are  they  ever  blest ! 

On  the  earth — in  thy  realms  of  glory, 

Nought  can  exceed  the  joy — the  calm  and  holy  rest 
Of  hearts,  pure  hearts,  that  love  Thee  ! 


5.  WAR  MARCH  OF  THE  PRIESTS. 


,  ye  ^ 

,TT  >  sons  of  Aaron,  go  : 

We  go,  we  go,  we  ^ 


6.  Depart,  depart,  ye 
Ve  go,  we  go,  w< 

A  nobler  quarrel  never  raised 


The  zeal  that  i 


S vour  ( 
n  V  \ 
(  our 


fathers  blazed. 


Depart,  depart,  ye>  ^  of  Aaron>  go  . 

W e  go,  we  go,  we  > 

It  is$y°m  >King,  ’tis  God  for  whom<  ye  {strike  the  blow. 
I  our  )  (we) 


Where  are  the  shafts  Thou  employest? 
O  where  is  the  wrath  of  Thy  rod  ? 


Art  Thou  not  a  stern,  jealous  God, 

Who,  to  wrath  provoked,  destroyest  ? 

Where  are  Thy  blessings,  O  Lord,  granted  to  us  in  olden 
times? 

While  we  are  groaning  under  oppressions, 

Wilt  Thou  only  heed  our  unrepented  crimes?  [sions  ? 

Art  Thou  no  more  the  God  showing  mercy  for  transgres- 


Wliere  are  Thy  blessings,  O  Lord,  granted  to  us  in  olden 
times? 

’Tis  at  Thee,  from  the  hostile  quiver. 

The  wicked  hurl  their  shafts  with  shouts  of  savage  joy ; 
Let  us,  they  say,  destroy 
God’s  adoration,  forever  ! 

Let  us  deliver  all  mankind  from  his  hard  yoke  : 

Let  us  destroy  all  his  prophets  :  Let  his  altars  be  broke  ; 
So  that  His  name  and  all  His  glory, 

Shall  be  remembered  as  a  story. 

For  this  God — Son  and  Lord, 

Shall  be  no  more  adored  ! 

Where  are  the  shafts  Thou  employest? 

Where  is  the  wrath  of  Thy  rod  ? 

Art  not  Thou  a  stem,  jealous  God? 

Who,  to  wrath  provoked,  destroyest? 

Last  of  a  race  of  kings  adored, 

Blooming  on  Juda’s  regal  stem  ;  lovely  and  delicate  flower, 
Alas  !  art  thou  doom’d  to  fall  once  more  within  the  power 
Of  hatred  and  revenge — of  a  cruel  mother’s  sword  ? 

Say,  if  down  to  thy  cradle  an  angel  did  come, 

Spreading  his  guardian  wings  to  be  thy  defender? 

Or  if,  in  the  night  of  the  tomb, 

The  voice  of  the  living  God  hath  raised  thee  up  a  wonder? 

A  son  sprung  from  a  sire,  and  grandsire  who  broke  Thy 
laws — 

Are  they  attaints,  O  Lord,  in  him  a  guilty  cause  ? 

Say,  is  Thy  mercy  withheld,  is  he  forsaken  for  their  crimes  ? 

Is  he  forsaken? 

O  Lord  awaken  ! 

Where  are  the  shafts  Thou  employest  ? 

Where  is  the  wrath  of  Thy  rod  ? 

Art  Thou  not  still  a  jealous  God, 

Who,  to  wrath  provoked,  destroyest  ? 

_ 

7  Heav’n  and  the  earth  display  His  grandeur  is  unbounded; 
They  declare  He  is  God ;  they  resound  his  endless  fame. 


Mendelssohn. 


PROGRAMME. 


i.  HYMN. 

(Soprano  Solo,  and  Chorus), 


Hear  njy  prayer,  O  God,  incline  thine  ear  I 
Thyself  from  my  petition  do  not  hide ; 

Take  heed  to  me  ! 

Hear  how  in  prayer  I  mourn  to  Thee ! 

Without  Thee  all  is  dark,  I  have  no  guide. 

The  enemy  cries ;  the  godless  come  fast ! 

Iniquity,  hatred  upon  me  they  cast; 

The  wicked  oppress  me,  ah,  where  shall  I  fly  ? 
Perplexed  and  bewildered,  O  God,  hear  my  cry  ! 

My  heax-t  is  sorely  pained  within  my  breast, 

My  soul  with  deathly  terror  is  opprest  ; 

Trembling  and  fearfulncss  upon  me  fall, 

With  horror  overwhelmed,  Lord,  hear  me  call  I 

O  for  the  wings,  for  the  wings  of  a  dove, 

Far  away,  far  away  would  I  rove ! 

In  the  wilderness  build  me  a  nest, 

And  remain  there  forever  at  rest ! 

2.  PART  SONGS : 

(a)  Good  Night,  -  -  -  Schumann. 

(1)  Daybreak,  -  -  -  J.  C.  D.  Parka'. 

(а)  This  fond  good-night  with  which  I  greet  thee, 

Friend,  hearest  thou  ? 
An  angel  messenger  to  meet  thee 

Is  flying  now  I 

He  brings  it  thee,  and  with  a  greeting, 

Flies  back  on  wings  of  light ; 

To  thee  my  song  is  still  repeating, 

Dearest,  good-night  1 

(б)  - 

A  wind  came  up  out  of  the  sea, 

And  said,  “  Ye  mists,  make  room  for  me !  ” 

It  hailed  the  ships,  and  cried,  “  Sail  on, 

Ye  mariners,  the  night  is  gone  1  ” 

And  hurried  landward,  far  away, 

Crying,  “  Awake  1  it  is  the  day.” 

It  said  unto  the  forest,  “  Shout  1 
Hang  all  your  leafy  banners  out.” 


It  touched  the  woodbird’s  folded  wing, 

And  said,  “  O  bird,  awake  and  sing  I  ” 

And  o’er  the  farms,  “O  chanticleer, 

Your  clarion  blow,  the  day  is  near.” 

It  whispered  to  the  fields  of  corn, 

“  13ow  down,  and  hail  the  coming  morn.” 

It  shouted  through  the  belfry  tower, 

“  Awake,  O  belli  proclaim  the  hour.” 

It  crossed  the  churchyard  with  a  sigh, 

And  said,  “Not  yet!  in  quiet  lie.” 

H.  W.  Longfellow. 

3.  Recitatives.  Bass  Solot  and  Chorus,  from 
“  St.  Paul.”  Mendelssohn. 

“  And  there  was  a  disciple  at  Damascus,  named 
Ananias;  to  him  said  the  Lord:  ‘  Ananias,  arise, 
and  enquire  thou  for  Saul  at  Tarsus  ;  for  behold, 
he  prayeth  1  He  is  a  chosen  vessel  unto  me,  the 
Lord  I  and  I  will  show  unto  him  how  great  things 
he  must  suffer  for  my  name’s  sake.’” 

I  praise  Thee,  O  Lord,  my  God!  with  all  my 
heart,  for  evermore.  For  great  is  Thy  mercy  to¬ 
ward  me,  and  thou  hast  delivered  my  soul  from 
the  lowest  hell  I 

The  Lord  He  is  good :  He  shall  dry  your  tears 
and  heal  all  your  sorrows;  for  His  word  shall  not 
decay. 

4.  PART  SONGS. 

(«)  The  Water  Lily,  -  -  -  Gade. 

(&)  Song  of  the  Lark,  -  -  Mendelssohn. 

(«)  The  tranquil  water-lily  floats  on  the  blue 
waves’  light, 

The  broad  leaves  quiver  and  glimmer,  the  cup 
is  snowy  white, 

There  beams  the  moon  from  heaven  all  of  her 
golden  light. 

All  of  her  golden  beaming  into  that  bosom 
white. 


Wakes  its  memory  with  these  songs. 

Night  spells,  off!  fame  only  be  my  striving, 
Heaven’s  holy  champion  will  I  still  be  living. 
Chorus  of  Knights. 

“  The  cross  upon  the  shield  my  strength  is 
made.” 

Armida. 

Rinaldo,  come  and  take  of  love  thy  part. 

Sirens. 

Rinaldo,  come. 

Rinaldo. 

The  cross  upon  my  shield  fills  all  my  heart, 
Heaven’s  holy  champion  will  1  still  be  living. 
Knights.  —  The  cross,  &c. 

Armida. 

Sink,  sink,  ye  magic  worlds,  to  deep  abysses 
back ! 

And  cheerful  light  transform  itself  to  murkiest 
black ! 

</'  -  \  -  -  ..  .  j 

- - 

PABT  III.— Before  Jerusalem. 

Knights. 

In  the  East  approaches  now  the  sun. 

The  unruffled  day  advances. 

Hark  !  ring  of  horns  with  wakening  tone  I 
Up  1  snatch  your  swords  and  lances  1 
So  glad,  so  pure,  my  earnest  soul  1 
Up,  brother,  up,  behold  the  goal  I 

Rinaldo. 

“  With  earnest  soul,  behold  the  goal  1  ” 

O  Hod,  my  heart  is  torn  with  shame  and 
scorn, 

Sink,  my  soul,  with  grieving;  L 
I  pledged  myself  to  sacred  war, 

But  ah,  how  basely  wandered  far, 

Deep  failed  my  true  believing. 

Ah,  Father,  see  my  contrite  soul, 

Could  I  but  offer  up  life’s  whole 
For  Zion,  the  holy  fortress  1 

( Pilgrims  pass  by.) 

See,  Pilgrim-bands  are  hither  brought, 

I  follow  them  with  reverent  thought, 

Towards  Zion,  the  holy  fortress  ! 

Pilgri ms ’  Ma rch. — Chorus. 

Further,  further,  my  weary  feet, 

Further,  my  thoughts  unsteady; 

Longing  wings  me  to  make  me  fleet; 

O,  that  full  wings  were  ready. 

Hope,  weary  foot,  for  the  haven  prepare ; 
Refreshment  and  joy  are  waiting  thee  there. 

Rinaldo. 

Higher  it  kindles,  the  sunny  glow; 

Darkness  shall  vanish,  and  blessings  shall 
grow. 

O  thou  winged  singer,  that  promise  ne’er 
cease, 


That  smart  of  repentance  gives  balsam  of 
peace. 

Chorus  of  Pilgrims. 

Further,  forth  over  stone,  thro’  the  bush ; 
Further  on,  through  the  hot  air  follow  I 
Up  through  the  dizzy  hill-path  push, 
Downward  through  the  thorny  hollow  1 
Mighty,  my  heart,  grows  the  force  of  thy  beat! 
Hails  it  the  day  we  are  longing  to  greet? 


Peter. 

Lift  up  thy  head,  Crusader,  stay  ! 

For  Zion’s  heights  now  blaze  with  day! 
The  goal  is  there,  Jerusalem ! 

Our  feet  are  there,  Jerusalem  ! 

Chorus. 

Gone  is  want  and  harm ; 

Gone  is  all  earthly  want  and  harm ; 

The  heaven  opens  wide  its  arm  ! 

Exult  we  loud,  Jerusalem  ! 

Gone  is  want  and  harm  ; 

Gone  is  all  earthly  want  and  harm; 

The  heaven  opens  wide  its  arm  ! 

Yes,  glad  and  loud,  exult  we  loud  ! 

The  goal  is  there,  the  goal  is  there  ! 


Peter  and  Chorus. 

YQ,  t«  0 

Holy,  O,  holy  is  the  earth  on  which  our  foot  is  set ; 
On  our  behalf  the  blood  was  shed  with  which  its 
soil  was  wet ; 

Let  all  bemoan  your  sin.  Father,  judge  us  not ! 
Redeemer,  whose  face  in  the  skies  disappears, 
Thy  holy  land  greet  we,  with  kisses  and  tears. 

Chorus. 


Father,  we  kneel  upon  this  sacred  spot! 

Let  all  bemoan  their  sin.  Judge  us  not ! 

Rinaldo. 

My  spirit  blazes  up  with  sacred  fire : 

The  Crescent’s  ray  shall  blanch  and  wane  before  it. 
The  holy  tomb  repels  the  Moslem  ire. 

My  sword  shall  chase,  nor  any  power  restore  it. 

i ij>  *yt-  Peter. 

Lift.lngh  your  banners,  warriors,  grasp  the  sword  ! 
Draw  out  your  battle  with  the  Moslem  horde  1 


Solo  and  Chorus. 

The  holy  tomb  repels,  See. 

Rinaldo  and  Peter. 

Up,  the  bannered  cross  is  waving; 
Up,  the  foeman  flies  forever. 

God  doth  will  it!  strike  and  forward  ! 
Jerusalem  1  the  goal  is  there  ! 

Chorus. 

Jerusalem !  the  goal  is  there ! 

Sing  Hosanna! 


Mr.  J.  C.  D.  Parker’s  Club  of  Amateur  sin¬ 
gers  gave  another  delightful  entertainment  to  their 
friends  on  Monday  evening.  Chickering  Hall  of 
course  was  full.  The  colds  so  common  in  this  sea¬ 
son  seemed  to  have  thinned  the  chorus  ranks  a  little, 
but  there  was  the  same  fine  balance  of  parts,  the  I 
same  rich,  pure,  musical  ensemble  of  tone,  the  same 
spirit  and  precision  and  fine  light  and  shade  in  all  the 
singing.  The  concert  began  with  Mendelssohn’s 
“Hear  my  prayer”  and  “O  for  the  wings  of  a  dove,”  j 
in  which  the  Soprano  Solo  was  effectively  sung  by 
Miss  Gates.  Then  came  two  beautiful  part-songs: 
“Good  night”  by  Schumann,  and  “Daybreak”  (Long¬ 
fellow’s  :  “A  wind  came  up  out  of  the  sea,”) 
charmingly  and  graphically  set  by  Mr.  Parker,  vary¬ 
ing  the  expression  with  every  couplet ;  indeed  a  nice 
piece  of  four-part  writing.  A  selection  from  “St. 
Paul”  came  next,  including  the  Recitatives  :  “Ana¬ 
nias,  arise,”  &c. ;  the  Bass  solo  :  “I  praise  thee,  O 
Lord,”  capitally  sung  by  Mr.  Winch  ;  and  the 
lovely  chorus  that  succeeds  it:  “The  Lord  He  is 
good.”  This  was  sung  with  rare  purity  and  deli¬ 
cacy.  Another  brace  of  part-songs  :  Gade’s  dreamy 
“Water  Lily”  and  Mendelssohn’s  exhilarating  “Lark 
Song,”  closed  the  first  part. 

Part  Second  consisted  of  Gade’s  Cantata  :  “The 
Crusaders,”  in  which  there  is  much  interesting  music 
with  descriptive  accompaniment.  Particularly  the 
1  ucond  part,  in  which  the  sorceress  Armida,  Tasso’s 
Armida,  summons  her  Spirits  of  Darkness,  changes 
the  desert  into  a  garden,  and  tries  to  tempt  Rinaldo 
to  “unimagined  bliss.”  This  gave  great  opportunity 
♦o  the  fine  voice  and  thrilling  dramatic  power  of  Mrs. 
f  Iarwood.  The  part  of  Rinaldo,  tenor,  was  given 
,  with  good  taste  and  feeling  by  Dr.  Langmaid.  The 
first  part  of  the  Cantata  represents  the  weary  knights 
and  pilgrims  in  the  desert,  and  Peter  the  Hermit, 
(basso,  Mr.  Powers),  rebuking  their  faint-hearted- 
i  ness.  The  third  part  brings  us  before  Jerusalem  ; 
the  music  is  martial  and  stirring,  ending  with  a 
chorus :  “Jerusalem  !  the  goal  is  there!  Sing  Ho- 
sanna!” 


favored  us  with  one  of  the  most  finished  perfc 
it  has  been  our  fortune  to  hear,  of  the  enjoy 
lin  concerto  of  Mendelssohn. 

The  concert  fitly  concluded  with  the  B< 
trio  (op.  97)  in  B  flat.  Of  course,  at  the  h 
these  very  accomplished  gentlemen  it  was  m 
simply  well  done.  It  was  of  the  very  hight 
of  concerted  playing. 

Worcester,  Mass. — The  last  of  the  ser?( 
lightful  classical  concerts  given  by  Mr.  B.  D 
took  place  in  Washburn  Hall,  on  Thursday 
March  10th,  with  Miss  J.  E.  Houston,  voca 
Julius  Eichberg,  violinist,  and  Mr.  Augut 
violoncellist,  as  assistants.  The  programme 
cally  arranged,  illustrated  the  progress  of 
music  from  1685  to  1847,  which  was  as  folio 

PERIOD  i. 

1.  Sonata  for  Piano  and  Violin  in  three  move¬ 

ments . J.  S 

2.  Aria.  Angels  ever  bright  and  fair, . G.  F.  . 

PERIOD  II. 

1.  Slow  movement  for  Violoncello  and  Piano...  .J. 

2.  (a)  Song — Loin  de  toi,. . ,.  ...W.  A. 

(b)  Aria  from  “II  Re  Pastore,” . C. 

PERIOD  in. 

1.  Trio  for  Piano,  Violin  and  Violoncello.  No  3, 

L.  V.  Beel 

2.  Song.  The  Serenade, . F.  Sc 

PERIOD  IV. 

1.  Piano  Solos,  (a)  Impromptu,  op.  29,. . .  .F.  R.  ■ 

(b)  Cradle  Song,  op.  124 . R.  Schi 

2.  Grand  Trio.  Piano,  Violin  and  Violoncello, 

op.  49,... . . . .-...F.  Mendt 

The  Sonata,  a  rich  and  delicate  bit  of  instr 
tion,  was  most  faithfully  interpreted,  with  rai 
tic  expression.  The  second  selection  brou 
Miss  Houston  to  win  new  laurels  and  untol 
ciation  from  an  audience  who  have  never  be 
an  opportunity  to  hear  her  in  her  happier  m 
in  music  of  so  noble  character  which  she  feel 
nestly,  and  interprets  so  finely.  She  was  in  e 
voice,  and  sang  all  her  selections  with  rare  a 
tion  and  magnetic  effect.  Her  whole-soulf 
pathetic  voice  awakened  responsive  chords 
hearts  of  all  her  hearers,  in  her  perfect  rend* 
Mozart's  lovely  song,  and  Schubert’s  Seren 
latter  receiving  a  persistent  encore.  Worces 
fully  understands  her  magnificence  of  voice  ai 
The  slow  movement  from  Haydn,  full  of  her 
pathos,  received  delicate  shading  and  artist 
ment  from  both  performers,  making  one  of  ti 
of  the  evening.  The  ninnn  snlos  cn  unlike 
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SELECTIONS  FROM  A  MASS  IN  09  BY  SCHUMANN. 

(a)  Kjrie  and  Gloria.  (#)  Sanctus. 


A  CANTATA  for  Solos  and  Chorus,  by  GADE. 


PETER,  the  Hermit, . Basso. 

RINALDO,  a  Warrior, . Tenore. 

ARMIDA,  an  Enchantress, . Soprano. 


Chorus:  —  Crusaders  and  Spirits. 


PART  I. — In  the  Desert. 

Chorus.  Pilgrims  and  Women  of  the  Cru¬ 
sading  Army. 

llot  rolls  the  sand-sea,  yellow  flaming ; 

Crisp  and  dust-weighed  the  bushes  wither; 

The  very  birds  are  faint  of  feather, 

Beneath  the  glow  so  scorching,  laming, 

We  seek  the  well  with  eager  sighing, 

O  wo,  wo,  for  its  last  drops,  drying. 

Since  from  our  own  fair  West  we  parted, 

Our  thousands  in  the  grave  have  slumbered; 
And  here,  advanced  thro’  woes  unnumbered, 
We  stumble  in  the  sands,  sick-hearted. 
Sun-shafts  their  blazing  death  are  throwing, 
Where  we  like  shades,  are  weakly  going. 

Peter  the  Hermit. 

Soon  God  brings  you  to  the  haven ; 

Why  then  see  1  hearts  so  craven  ? 

Think  of  it,  ’twas  there,  nor  far 
Where  the  holy  ray  first  quivered, 

Of  the  righteous,  the  delivered, 

Golgotha’s  redeeming  star. 

Presses  drought  and  need  and  smart; 

Sighs  for  home  the  longing  heart. 

Once  how  proud  the  spirit’s  swell ! 

Now,  the  heaven-inspired  invader 
Halts  and  faints,  no  more  crusader, 

All  his  vows  an  empty,  tinkling  bell ! 

Rinaldo. 

O  be  not  wroth,  holy  father,  spare; 

Still  beats  the  heart  no  vow  the  less, 

Still  longs  the  conqueror’s  palm  to  wear; 

And  though  the  drought  so  sharply  press, 
Still  echoes  o’er  the  parching  sand. 

The  song  that  stirred  in  Frankish  land. 


Song  of  a  Knight  of  the  Cross. 

1.' 

Shine,  holy  sun,  with  joy  upon  my  blade  ! 

For  more  than  fame  and  honor  wait  the  striv¬ 
ing: 

The  cross  upon  the  shield  my  strength  is  made, 
Heaven’s  holy  champion  will  I  still  be  living. 
Cho.  Soldiers,  up  !  the  Cross-flag  flying ! 

“  Wills  it  God,”  the  victory  crying. 

2. 

My  spirit  blazes  up  with  sacred  fire ; 

The  Crescent’s  ray  shall  blench  and  wane  be¬ 
fore  it! 

The  holy  tomb  repels  the  Moslem  ire ; 

My  sword  shall  chase,  nor  any  power  restore  it. 
Cho.  Soldiers,  up  !  &c. 

3. 

In  tourney  lists  was  mine  the  noblest  prize, 

And  of  my  deeds  the  troubadours  were  singing : 
Allures  me  now,  a  look  from  out  the  skies, 

And  though  it  bring  me  death,  I  hail  the  bring¬ 
ing. 

Cho.  Soldiers,  up !  &c. 

Peter. 

Yes,  Pie  wills.  Behold  it  so  ! 

Now  the  torrid  sun  is  setting, 

Eve  its  cool  delights  is  getting, 

Falling  dews  assuage  thy  woe. 

Shadows  striding  over  all ! 

Long  Avith  dark  night’s  sacred  mystery, 
Darker  powers  enthroned  their  history; 
Here  their  pagan  x-uins  be, 


Therefore,  pilgrim,  how  the  knee  ! 

Far  from  here  temptation  flee. 

Though  the  fogs  of  night  may  gather, 

Pray  ye  all,  and  praise  the  father ! 

Peter  and  Chorus. 

Father,  from  far  countries  here  is  drawn  thy 
host; 

Father,  guard  us  all  the  days,  now,  gracious 
most. 

Thou  who  Moses  leddest  through  the  swelling 

sea, 

Thou  wilt  give  us  conduct  to  the  Saviour’s 
grave. 

(’are  for  us  ;  Thou  carest  for  the  little  bird, 
When  the  morn  is  shining,  matin  songs  be 
heard. 

- •<>• - 

PART  II. — Armida. 

( Spirits  of  darkness  dance  upon  the  heath. ) 

Still  and  slow,  shunning  light, 

Comes  the  darkness  of  night. 

Eve’s  curtain  and  its  pillow; 

The  fogs  and  vapors  sweep. 

The  dancing  show-fires  leap 
From  out  the  sandy  billow. 

( Armida  appears  in  the  distance. ) 

Quit  ye  the  whirling  dance, 

See  now  the  brightening  glance 
From  out  the  mist  before  us. 

Now  let  night  bury  well 
The  magic  of  our  spell, 

Armida’s  wand  waves  o’er  us. 

Armida. 

They  softly  sleep  in  cool  and  peaceful  night; 
I  blew  the  sand,  the  streamlet’s  bed  to  cover, 

I  called  the  plague  these  wasted  places  over, 

In  vain  I  fought  against  the  Cross’s  might! 

Now  will  I  draw  these  hosts  from  their  de¬ 
fences, 

And  soft  delights  shall  cheat  their  prisoned 
senses. 

There  I  behold  Rinaldo,  haughty  chief! 

Forth  from  his  tent  he  comes,  delusion-led. 

Ah,  wo  to  him  and  you,  for  slaughter  fed  ! 

Obey  the  sign  of  power,  ye  spirits,  hear ! 

Build  me  here  a  palace  quick, 

Sea-begirt,  of  aspect  brilliant. 

Rich  with  domes  of  shining  gold, 

Diamonds  rare  the  columns  jewel ; 

Round,  the  fountain’s  pearly  foam 
Shimmers  with  its  sunny  glances ! 

Splashing  soft  and  luring  sweet, 

Sportive  waves  pursue  their  dances. 

Let  the  roses  cluster  where 

They  are  cradled,  sleeping,  dreaming. 

Spirits  all,  appear  ye  there 

Like  sirens  thro’  the  foam-drops  gleaming, 

Show  to  him  the  varied  charms, 

Shining  white  as  waves  aie  sinking; 

Show  the  rounded  outlines  fair, 

Through  the  cool  flood  softly  winking, 

Sing  oblivion  to  His  heart, 


Till  he  yields  him  to  my  willing, 

And  forgets  his  firm  resolve, 

My  decree  and  word  fulfilling. 

Obey  the  sign  of  power, ye  spirits,  hear! 

( The  Desert  changes  into  a  sunny ,  luxuriant 
garden,  with  a  quiet  lake,  in  which  sirens 
are  sporting.) 

Sirens. 

In  soft  flowing  waves  I  bathe  me  so  fair, 

Take  me,  thou  fanning  and  delicate  air! 

Kiss  me,  sunbeams  from  above  me  ! 

I  pluck  me  this  rose,  scarcely  budded  and 
rare, 

To  deck  with  its  beauty  my  shining  hair; 

’Tis  a  crown  fit  for  them  that  love  me. 

llinaldo. 

Heavens !  whence  this  beam  of  brightness. 

Of  these  domes  the  golden  swell  ? 

It  is  of  my  brain  the  image, 

Or  the  magic  art  of  hell  ? 

I  will  turn  my  eyes  from  off  them, 

To  my  tent  escaping  back. 

O,  but  these  delicious  voices 
Chain  me  with  a  magic  power  ! 

Hark!  the  purling  of  the  water 
Mingles  richly  with  their  song ! 

Are  they  swans,  or  are  they  lilies 
Rocking  gently  on  the  wave  ? 

I  will  linger  here,  observing, 

On  this  lake  and  flowery  strand  ! 

Shut,  my  eyes  !  ye  figures  charming 
Follow  me  to  dreamy  land. 

Armida. 

O  Rinaldo,  up,  awake  thee  ! 

Come  to  unimagined  bliss. 

llinaldo. 

Say,  where  am  I  ?  Words  so  luring, 

And  this  sheet  of  sunny  spray, 

And  this  palm-shade’s  soft  assuring, 

And  thyself,  thou  lovely  fay  ? 

Armida. 

Every  charm  of  my  dominion 
Calls  thee  on  to  rapture  now, 

Come  to  unimagined  joy. 

llinaldo. 

Never  saw  I  form  so  thrilling, 

Say,  who  brought  thee  to  this  shore  ? 

Did’st  thou  come  from  Dreamland’s  dwelling  < 
Speak,  or  e’er  the  dream  is  o’er. 

A  r  inula. 

Every  charm  of  my  dominions,  &c. 

Here  my  hand  thy  health  is  bringing ; 

Drain  the  foaming  pleasure-cup  ! 

From  my  arms  thy  soul  be  swinging 
To  the  halls  immortal,  up. 

llinaldo. 

Yes,  the  goblet  will  I  empty, 

Sweetly  raptures  me  thy  glance; 

On  thy  bosom  deeply  sinking 
In  a  wild,  exstatic  trance. 


3 


(  The  Crusaders'  song  is  heard  in  the  distance.) 
Jtinaldo,  ( dreamily.) 

What  a  cry  from  early  ages 
To  these  martial  strains  belongs ! 

Armida. 

Rinaldo,  Rinaldo,  from  my  arms  thy  soul  be 
swinging,  See. 


On  thy  bosom  only  will  I  dream, 

Dream  upon  the  rapture  rich  and  blest ! 
Chorus. 

Rinaldo,  drain  the  foaming  pleasure-cup  ! 

(  The  Crusaders'  song  sounds  clearer.) 
Heaven’s  holy  champion  will  I  still  be  living. 
What  a  strain  of  recent  warning 
Wakes  its  memory  with  these  songs. 

Night  spells  off!  fame  only  be  my  striving, 
Heaven’s  holy  champion  Avill  I  still  be  living. 
Chorus  of  Knights. 

“  The  cross  upon  the  shield  my  strength  is 
made.” 

Armida. 

Rinaldo,  come  and  take  of  love  thy  part. 
Sirens. 

Rinaldo,  come. 

Rinaldo. 

* 

The  cross  upon  my  shield  fills  all  my  heart, 
Heaven’s  holy  champion  will  I  etiil  be  living. 
Knights. — The  cross,  &c. 

Armida. 

Sink,  sink,  ye  magic  worlds,  to  deep  abysses 
back  ! 

And  cheerful  light  transform  itself  to  murkiest 
black ! 

- •<>• - 

PART  III. — Before  Jerusalem. 

Knights. 

In  the  East  approaches  now  the  sun, 

The  unruffled  day  advances. 

Hark  !  ring  of  horns  with  wakening  tone  ! 

Up  !  seize  your  swords  and  lances ! 

So  glad,  so  pure,  my  earnest  soul ! 

Up,  brothers,  up,  behold  the  goal ! 

Rinaldo. 

“  With  earnest  soul,  behold  the  goal !  ” 

O  God,  my  heart  is  torn  with  shame  and  scorn, 
Sink  my  soul,  with  grieving; 

I  pledge  myself  to  sacred  war, 

But  ah,  how  basely  wandered  far, 

Deep  failed  my  true  believing. 

Ah,  Father,  see  my  contrite  soul, 

Could  I  but  offer  up  life’s  whole 
For  Zion,  the  holy  fortress  ! 

( Pilgrims  pass  by.) 

See,  Pilgrim-bands  are  hither  brought, 

I  follow  them  with  reverent  thought, 

Towards  Zion,  the  holy  fortress  ! 

Pilgrims ’  Mi xrch . — Chorus. 

4  Further,  further,  my  weary  feet, 

Further  my  thoughts  unsteady; 

Longing  wings  me  to  make  me  fleet; 

O,  that  full  wings  were  ready. 

Hope,  weary  foot,  for  the  haven  prepare; 
Refreshment  and  joy  are  wailing  thee  there. 


Rinaldo. 

Higher  it  kindles,  the  sunny  glow; 

Darkness  shall  vanish,  and  blessings  shall 
grow. 

O  thou  winged  singer,  that  promise  ne’er 
cease, 

That  smart  of  repentance  gives  balsam  of 
peace. 

Chorus  of  Pilgrims. 

Further,  forth  over  stone,  thro’  the  bush ; 
Further  on,  through  the  hot  air  follow ! 

Up  through  the  dizzy  hill-path  push, 
Downward  through  the  thorny  hollow  ! 
Mighty,  my  heart,  grows  the  force  of  thy  beat 
Hails  it  the  day  we  are  longing  to  greet? 

Peter. 

Lift  up  thy  head,  Crusader,  stay ! 

For  Zion’s  heights  now  blaze  with  day ! 

The  goal  is  there,  Jerusalem  ! 

Our  feet  are  there,  Jerusalem  ! 

Chorus. 

Gone  is  want  and  harm ; 

Gone  is  all  earthly  want  and  harm  ; 

The  heaven  opens  wide  its  arm  ! 

Exult  we  loud,  Jerusalem  ! 

Gone  is  want  and  harm ; 

Gone  is  all  earthly  want  and  harm ; 

The  heaven  opens  wide  its  arm  ! 

Yes,  glad  and  loud,  exult  we  loud  ! 

The  goal  is  there,  the  goal  is  there ! 

Peter  and  Chorus. 

Holy,  O,  holy  is  the  earth  on  which  our  foot  is 
set; 

On  our  behalf  the  blood  was  shed  with  which 
its  soil  was  wet; 

Let  all  bemoan  your  sin.  Father,  judge  us  not ! 
Redeemer,  whose  face  in  the  skies  disappears, 
Thy  holy  land  greet  we,  with  kisses  and  tears. 

Chorus. 

Father,  we  kneel  upon  this  sacred  spot ! 

Let  all  bemoan  their  sin.  Judge  us  not ! 

Rinaldo. 

My  spirit  blazes  up  with  sacred  lire  : 

The  Crescent’s  ray  shall  blench  and  wane  be¬ 
fore  it. 

The  holy  tomb  repels  the  Moslem  ire. 

My  sword  shall  chase,  nor  any  power  restore  it. 

Peter. 

Lift  high  your  banners,  warriors,  grasp  the 
sword ! 

Draw  out  your  battle  with  the  Moslem  horde  ! 
Solo  and  Chorus. 

The  holy  tomb  repels,  &c. 

Rinaldo  and  Peter. 

Up,  the  bannered  cross  is  waving; 

Up,  the  foeman  flies  forever. 

God  doth  will  it !  strike  and  forward  ! 
Jerusalem  !  the  goal  is  there ! 

Chorus. 

Jerusalem  !  the  goal  is  there ! 

Sing  nosanna ! 
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PART  I. 


l. 


SPRING  NOTES, 

>  1  ^  »  vl.v  '  •'  ' 


Abt. 


Bright  little  bird  of  the  forest, 
Carol  and  sport  while  you  may  ; 
You  are  so  happy,  not  knowing 
Spring  time  will  vanish  away. 


Fond  little  heart  so  delighted, 

Sing  then  of  joy  and  of  love. 

You  cannot  know  how  soon  blighted 
All  your  gay  fancies  may  prove. 


Flutter  here  !  flutter  there  ! 
What  kuow  you  ever  of  care  ! 


2.  HUNTSMAN’S  FAREWELL, 


Mendelssohn. 


3. 


4. 


a.  PREGHIERA, . Donizetti. 

b.  CHAMPAGNE  SONG . Zollner. 


Were  the  Atlantic  main 
Billows  of  bright  champagne, 
Would  I  a  whale  might  be. 
BathfedinthefQamlhg  tea  f 


Were  the  Atlantic  main 
Billows  of  bright  champagne 
Would  I,  far  better,  were 
A  ship  to  founder  there  ! 


Were  I  at  last  to  sink, 

I  should  forever  drink 
Floods  of  the  bright  champagne, 
All  I  could  eVr  contain. 

a  *  »  w  ^  » 


ELOGY  OF  TEARS, 


Schubert. 


5.  SONG. 


6.  a.  SERENADE . 

b.  MILLER’S  SONG . 

'•  .1-1  yfc  ;  •  X.L 

7.  WARRIOR’S  PR  A  YER, . . . 

Thou  art,  0  Lord,  my  star  by  night  ; 

By  day,  my  sun  above  me. 

Thou  art  my  confidence  and  might, 
That  onward  ever  move  me. 

With  thee  o’er  deserts  do  I  go, 

And,  brave  in  trust,  no  terror  know. 

Give  me  the  power  my  sword  to  wield, 
And  steel  my  blade  to  serve  me. 

That,  ere  my  purpose  I  shall  yield, 

No  foe  shall  e’er  unnerve  me. 

Aid  me,  when  I  oppose  the  foe, 

And  guide  my  arm  to  strike  the  blow. 


. Kunze. 

. Zollner. 

. Lachner. 

O’er  mountain  height  whene’er  I  stray, 
From  falt’ring  horse  protect  me  ; 

And  let  thine  angel,  on  my  way, 

Through  wood  and  wild  direct  me  ; 

And  when  upon  the  trackless  sand, 

Be  thou  my  ever  guiding  hand. 

The  balmy  breeze  upon  me  send, 

The  cooling  shade  convey  me, 

Ere  head  and  heart  in  conflict  end, 

And  foot  and  eye  betray  me. 

And  lull  me  into  quiet  rest, 

In  dreams  of  home  afar  caress'd. 


PART  II 


1.  VINETA, 


Abt. 


Here,  where  the  sea  is  glassy  and  wide, 
Here  stood  Vineta,  in  honor  and  pride. 
Here  sounded  out  the  pilgrim  song, 

As  swept  the  organ  tones  along. 

Salve  Regina ! 


The  sea  is  false,  the  sea  it  is  deep, 

Lost  are  forever  they  in  it  who  sleep. 
The  town  is  sunk,  the  monks,  in  vain, 
Their  chorus  sang,  in  plaintive  strain, 
Salve  Regina ! 


Here  did  the  sea,  so  d**ep  and  so  wide, 
Draw  down  Vineta,  her  honor  and  pride  ; 
When  nightly  shines  the  starry  throng, 
The  waves  breathe  out  Vineta’s  song, 
Salve  Regina  ! 


2.  SONG. 


3.  a.  IN  PEACEFUL  SLUMBER, . Zollner. 

b.  RHINE  WINE  SONG, . Zollner. 


4.  THE  THREE  CHAFERS, 

Three  little  chafers  once  there  were, 
That  buzz’d  about  with  brum, 
Their  bills  in  dew  were  sunken, 

Until  they  were  quite  drunken, 

As  ’twere  a  cask  of  rum. 

A  little  flower  then  they  saw, 

And  dew  was  on  its  bloom  ; 

Our  chafers  then  were  lovers, 

Each  round  the  flower  hovers, 
Unconscious  of  his  doom. 

The  flower  heard  them  as  they  came, 
And  fancied  not  their  hum, 

She  was  a  little  sinner, 

A  web  to  spin  within  her, 

She  bade  the  spider  come. 


. .  . . . .  .Truhn 

The  cunning  spider  thither  crept, 

And  plied  her  little  loom, 

The  strands  she  defrly  plaited, 

And  motionless  awaired. 

As  though  she  might  be  dumb. 

The  silly  chafers  nearer  jet. 

And  fondly  humming  come. 

Flew  in,  aud  then  lamented. 

Their  tolly  late  repented, 

When  useless  ’twas  to  hum. 

The  little  flower  laughing  said, 

Not  caring  for  their  gloom, 

“  A  lesson  now  I  set  ye, 

0.  swains,  ye'll  never  get  me, 

For  all  your  hum  and  drum.” 


5.  THAT’S  THE  MAN  TO  KNOW,. . Zollner. 

6.  a.  SERENADE, . Eisenhofer. 

b.  RHINE  WINE  SONG, . .Mendelssohn. 

7.  SLUMBER  SOFT, . Mohring. 


The  dawn  of  day  appeareth  ; 

The  shepherd-moon  is  blight ; 
Her  flock  of  cloud-lambs  heareth 
Her  song  of  sweet  good-night : 
And,  at  the  song  so  tender, 

The  stars,  responsive,  send  her 
A  softer,  purer  light. 

Slumber  soft ! 

The  cares  of  the  day  all  are  fled  ; 
Our  loving  Father  guards  thy  bed. 


Now  silent  lamps  are  burning, 

To  cheer  the  hours  away, 

Wher°  pain  and  grief  are  turning, 
And  long  to  see  the  day. 

The  cypress- trees  are  sighing, 
Where  those  we  loved  are  lying  : 
Dream  thou  the  night  away  ! 
Slumber  soft  !  &c 


To  eyes,  from  which  were  falling 
The  tears  that  dimmed  their  light ; 

To  hearts,  in  anguish  calling 
On  days  that  once  were  bright, 

Shall  sleep  now  come,  to  bless  them 
And  dreams  of  joy  caress  them, 
Through  all  the  silent  night. 

Slumber  soft!  &c. 
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Mr.  J.  C.  D.  PARKER’S 


AT  CHICKERING  HALL, 

Saturday  Evening ,  March  20th ;  /#&% 

ASSISTED  BY 


Messrs.  SCHULTZE  AND  FRIES,  AND  AN  AMATEUR  CLUB 

OB  MALE  VOICES. 

TO  COMMENCE  AT  EIGHT  O’CLOCK. 


PROGRAMME. 


1.  TRIO  IN  A  major,  . Haydn. 

Allegro  moderato. 

Andante. 

Allegro. 


la.  The  Night,  ...........  Schubert. 

(6.  Foresters’ Chorus,  from  “The  Pilgrimage  of  the  Rose,”  .  .  Schumann. 

3.  PIANO  SOLO.  “  Andante  con  variazioni,”  ....  Mendelssohn. 

( a.  Serenade,  ...........  Eisknhofek. 

h:  Rhine  Wine  Song, . Mendelssohn. 

5.  TRIO  IN  E  flat,  (repeated  by  general  request,)  ....  Schubert. 

Allegro. 

Andante  con  moto. 

Scherzo. 

Allegro  moderato. 


J  ) 


PART 


SPRING  NOTES, . Abt. 

Bright  little  bird  of  the  forest,  Fond  little  heart  so  delighted, 

Carol  and  sport  while  you  may ;  Sing  then  of  joy  and  of  love, 

You  are  so  happy,  not  knowing  You  cannot  know  how  soon  blighted, 

Spring  time  will  vanish  away.  All  your  gay  fancies  may  prove. 

Flutter  here  !  flutter  there  ! 

What  know  you  ever  of  care  ! 

*  (a)  WANDERER'S  NIGHT  SONG. . Lexz. 

(b)  DRINKING  SONG . . . Zollner. 

Brothers  pass  the  rosy  wine!  Pledge  me  now  the  noble  vine, 

Where  the  ruby  tide  is  flowing,  That  the  glorious  juice  hath  borne  us. 

There  the  heart  with  joy  is  glowing,  Which  is  sparkling  now  before  us, 

There  the  joys  of  earth  combine.  With  a  flashing  light  divine. 

Fill  the  beaker  while  we  stay ! 

For  the  tide  of  time  is  going, 

And  the  shoals  of  care  are  showing, 

Oh !  to-night  we  should  be  gay. 

E*  NIGHT  SONG, . . .  . . . .  Storcii. 

The  drowsy  woods  are  wrapt  in  shadow  ;  The  ocean  now  in  silence  slumbers. 

The  dreamy  clouds  hang  o’er  the  lake;  Unheard,  the  billows  gently  break. 

The  quiet  moon  sleeps  on  the  meadow;  And  so  to  thee,. in  whisper’d  numbers, 

But  love  now  watches  for  thy  sake.  Comes  love,  who  watches  for  thy  sake 

Then  rouse  thee  not,  though  love  be  singing, 

Or  from  thine  eyes  their  slumber  shake, 

If  in  thy  soul  the  tones  are  ringing 
Of  love,  who  watches  for  thy  sake. 

1  (a)  SERENADE, . Mendelssohn. 

(b)  THE  CHEERFUL  WANDERER, . Mendelssohn. 

•*“>  (a)  PREGHIERA. . Donizetti. 

(b)  CHAMPAGNE  SONG, . Zollner. 

Were  the  Atlantic  main  Were  the  Atlantic  main 

Billows  Of  bright  champagne,  Billows  of  bright  champagne, 

Would  I  a  whale  might  be,  Would  1,  far  better,  were 

Bathed  in  the  foaming  sea!  A  ship  to  founder  there! 

Were  I  at  last  to  sink, 

I  should  forever  drink 

Floods  of  the  bright  champagne, 

All  I  could  e’er  contain. 

*  »  j  • 

O  GOOD  NIGHT, . Tauwitz. 

Good  night!  good  night  my  treasure!  Sleep  on  in  stainless  beauty ! 

If  dreams  thy  rest  invade,  The  angel  hosts  above, 

May  they  be  all  of  pleasure,  Have  e’er  their  holy  duty 

Thou  lovely,  gentle  maid.  To  guard  thee  in  their  love. 

Like  dew  on  violets  falling,  Now  darkness  foldeth  o’er  thee 

So  cometli  rest  to  thee;  But  love  outstays  the  light, 

Thy  drooping  eyes  enthralling  And  wakes  and  watches  for  thee. 

In  silent  mystery.  Thou  lovely  maid,  good  night! 


U?  .A.  IR,  T  IX. 


1 


PIANO -FORTE  SOLO-  Ballad  in  A  ^  Opus  47. 

MR.  J.  C.  D.  PARKER. 

THE  THREE  CHAFERS, . 


Chopin*. 


Truhn. 


Three  little  chafers  once  there  were, 
That  buzz’d  about  with  brum, 
Their  bills  in  dew  were  sunken. 

Until  they  were  quite  drunken, 

As  ’twere  a  cask  of  rum. 

A  little  flower  then  they  saw, 

And  dew  was  on  its  bloom  ; 

Our  chafers  then  were  lovers, 

Each  round  the  flower  hovers, 
Unconeious  of  his  doom. 


The  cunning  spider  thither  crept, 
And  plied  her  little  loom. 

The  strands  she  deftly  plaited, 
And  motionless  awaited, 

As  though  she  might  be  dumb. 

The  silly  chafers  nearer  yet, 

And  fondly  humming  come. 
Flew  in,  and  then  lamented, 
Their  folly  late  repented, 

When  useless  ’twas  to  hum. 


The  flower  heard  them  as  they  came, 
And  fancied  not  their  hum, 

She  was  a  little  sinner, 

A  web  to  spin  within  her, 

She  bade  the  spider  come. 

3  SPRING  NIGHT, 


The  little  flower  laughing  said, 

Not  caring  for  their  gloom, 

“  A  lesson  now  I  set  ye, 

O,  swains,  ye’ll  never  get  me, 

For  all  your  hum  and  drum.” 

. Fischer. 


Oh  !  wondrous  lovely  night  of  spring, 

The  nightingale  her  song  doth  sing, 
Now  gently  stealing, 

Then  loud  and  clear  in  gladness  pealing. 
The  brooklet  stays  its  flow  in  dread, 

To  fright  her  fearing. 

The  rose  uproars  her  drooping  head 
The  carol  hearing, 

Thou  song  of  true  love. 


Oh  !  wondrous  starlight  overspread, 

Upon  my  heart  thy  rays  are  shed. 

Thy  light  so  tender, 

Will  haunt  my  heart  with  magic  splendor. 
The  brooklet  greets  thee  as  it  flows, 

With  radiance  freighted. 

And  by  thy  kiss,  the  blushing  rose 
Is  consecrated, 

Thou  light  of  true  love. 

Oh,  Springtime  of  the  human  breast, 

With  hope,  and  joy  and  fancy  blest ; 

With  starlight  beaming; 

With  sweetest  song  and  beauty  teeming ; 

Without  thee,  spring’s  attire  so  sweet, 

Would  charm  us  never; 

In  tearful  joy  the  hearts  that  meet 
Will  call  thee  ever, 

The  time  of  true  love. 


4 


THE  THREE  GLASSES 


Fischer. 


Dost  know  the  power  of  noble  wine  ? 

In  glass  the  first  tis  found, 

For  jest,  and  sport  and  quip  and  crank, 
And  laughter  there  are  found ; 

And  though  in  wine  the  truth  may  lie, 

So  madness  hidetli  there, 

Then  let  us  drink  the  amber  tide 
That  such  a  freight  both  bear. 

Then  glass  the 


Now  glass  the  second  pass  along, 

And  every  drop  you  pour, 

Will  tip  your  tongue  with  joke  and  wit, 
As  though  a  charm  it  bore. 

It  warms  the  heart,  and  song  on  song 
It  wakens  in  the  soul. 

Then  let  the  tones  in  chorus  swell, 

As  up  to  heaven  they  roll, 
we  reach  at  last, 


And  there  the  demon  sits. 

He  mountcth  to  the  drinker’s  head. 
And  snarleth  up  his  wits. 

He  hideth  deep  within  the  flask; 

It  is  his  home,  no  doubt. 

Come  brother,  take  your  glass  in  hand, 
And  turn  the  fellow  out. 


r>  (a)  SERENADE, . Kunze. 

(b)  MILLER’S  SONG, . Zollner. 

O  MAY  NIGHT, . Abt. 


O’er  wood  and  dell  the  shadow  hovers, 

How  soft  the  night  in  quiet  lies  ! 

A  silent  spell  the  forest  covers, 

And  slumber  rests  on  weary  eyes. 

Oh  night,  thou  holy,  silent  night, 

Who  hath  thee  so  with  grace  bediglit ! 

And  silver  stars  above  are  gleaming, 
A  myriad  host  in  bright  array. 
O’er  every  land  in  beauty  beaming, 
To  light  the  traveller  on  his  way. 
Oh  night,  &c. 


As  though  to  prayer  in  darkness  calling, 
The  piping  quail  afar  I  hear, 

Whose  song,  in  measured  cadence  falling, 
In  answering  notes  delights  my  ear. 

Oh  night,  &c. 


(a)  SERENADE, . Eisenhofek. 


(b)  RHINE  WINE  SONG, . Mendelssohn. 

S  THE  WARRIOR’S  PRAYER, . Lachner. 


Thou  art,  O  Lord,  my  star  by  night; 

By  day  my  sun  above  me. 

Thou  art  my  confidence  and  might, 
That  onward  ever  move  me. 

With  thee  o’er  deserts  do  I  go, 

And,  brave  in  trust,  no  terror  know. 

Give  me  the  power  my  sword  to  wield, 
And  steel  my  blade  to  serve  me, 

That  ere  my  purpose  I  shall  yield, 

No  foe  shall  e’er  unnerve  me. 

Aid  me,  when  I  oppose  the  foe, 

And  guide  my  arm  to  strike  the  blow. 


O’er  mountain  height  whene’er  I  stray, 
From  falt’ring  horse  protect  me ; 

And  let  thine  angel,  on  my  way, 
Through  wood  and  wild  direct  me; 

And  when  upon  the  trackless  sand, 

Be  thou  my  ever  guiding  hand. 

The  balmy  breeze  upon  me  send, 

The  cooling  shade  convey  me, 

Ere  head  and  heart  in  conflict  end, 

And  foot  and  eye  betray  me. 

And  lull  me  into  quiet  rest, 

In  dreams  of  home  afar  caress’d. 
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1  (a)  THE  NIGHT, . 

How  fair  thou  art, 

Silent,  consoling,  Heav’n  like  peace  ! 

As  the  stars,  in  solemn  measure, 
Thro’  the  fields  of  Heaven  wander 
Gazing  on  us,  in  their  splendor, 
Silent,  from  the  distant  azure. 


. .  Schubert. 

Hoav  fair  thou  art, 

Silent,  consoling,  Heav’n-like  peace! 

Softly  spring-time  breezes  blowing 
Earth’s  upswelling,  tender  breast 
Now  with  verdure  gay  have  drest, 
And  with  flowers  now  are  strowing. 

Abt. 


.(b)  AT  EARLY  MORNING, 


^  WINTER  SONG,... 

Oh  Winter,,  sober  Winter, 

You  make  the  world  so  small. 

You  crowd  us  all  in  the  valley, 

In  the  cottage  gather  us  all. 

And  when  I  wander  over 
To  my  beloved’s  home,  ;  .  .  , 

From  out  her  little  window 
She  scarce  can  see,  as  I  come, 


. Gade. 

Oh  Summer,  beauteous  Summer, 

You  make  the  world  so  wide. 

The  higher  we  climb  on  the  mountain 
The  wider  on  every  side. 

When  out  on  the  crag  thou  standest, 
Beloved,  I  call  from  below. 

And  echo  carries  it  farther, 

Yet  no  one  hears  it  but  thou. 


a  ON  THE  MOUNTAINS, 


Abt. 


Oh  how  bright  the  mountains  rise, 
Grand  and  glorious  to  the  skies. 


Where  the  peaks  are  white  with  snow; 
Where  the  Alpine  roses  blow; 

Where  the  horn  gives  out  a  strain, 
That  in  echo  comes  again. 


Where  is  heard  the  sheep-bell’s  sound 
Where  the  herds  are  grazing  round; 
Where  the  torrent’s  noisy  flow, 

Pours  in  thunder,  far  below. 


Where  the  heart  with  joy  can  glow, 
Leaving  pain  and  care  below. 


Where  the  eye 
And  on  Heav’n 

i  THE  WOODLAND 

Down  in  the  woodland  alone, 

Found  X  a  rose  in  shade, 

Budding  and  blushing,  unknown, 

Ever  in  beauty  array’d. 

Sweet  was  the  charm  it  wore, 

I  ne’er  had  felt  before. 


its  glance  can  raise, 
thankful  gaze. 

ROSE...... .  Fischer. 

Often  as  on  thee  I  gaze, 

Fondly  my  heart  doth  swell. 

And  in  its  joy  then  it  says : 

“  Roselet,  I  love  thee  too  well ! 

I  would  be  only  thine. 

Take  thou  this  heart  of  mine !  ” 


“  When  the  cold  winter  shall  come, 
Roselet,  thou  must  depart. 

Hence  then  with  me  to  my  home. 

Come  then,  oh,  come  to  my  heart! 
There  as  my  Heav’n  to  shine, 

Ever  mine,  only  mine!” 


FREEDOM  OF  SONG, 


Marschner. 


4> 


Free  as  the  flight  of  eagle  upward  soareth, 
Uprises  now  to  Heav’n  the  flight  of  song. 
And  all  unstay’d,  as  sweeps  the  storm  along, 
The  tide  of  song  its  power  poureth. 


Beauty  alone  content  with  freedom  stayeth, 
And  courage  e’er  unshackled  must  be  found, 
As  free  the  spring  its  blossoms  spreads  around , 
So  music  e’er  about  us  playeth. 


Then  swell  the  tones,  the  lofty  chorus  wakiug, 
The  highest  joy  the  soul  in  freedom  knows, 
When  oft,  in  song,  its  earthly  dust  it  throws. 
And  up  to  Heaven  its  flight  is  taking. 


O  ON  THE  WATER, 


Abt. 


The  king’s  enchanting  daughter 
Hath  swept  the  golden  strings, 
And,  under  the  depths  of  the  water, 
She  sweetly,  sadly  sings 
She  sings  of  echoing  forest; 

She  sings  of  flowery  plain ; 

And  how  she,  in  longing  and  sorrow, 
There  under  must  ever  remain. 

She  sings  of  joys  long  vanished, 

Of  childhood’s  happy  day. 

And  how  they  are  over  forever, 

And  that  has  faded  away. 

It  floated  over  the  meadow. 

It  died  away  on  the  air. 

That  song  of  a  joy  long  departed, 

That  sorrowful  song  of  despair. 


Soft  the  glassy  waves  are  flowing. 

Gently,  gently  let  us  glide. 

Golden  stars  and  sunset  glowing 
Flash  upon  the  silent  tide. 

As  the  day  and  night  are  blending, 
Floating  o’er  the  waves  along, 
From  the  depths  below  ascending, 

Comes  a  strange  and  ghostly  song. 


Y  LOYAL  SONG, . Kuckkn. 


Freedom  dwells  throughout  our  own  beloved 
land. 

Up  to  Heav’n  its  voice  is  swelling. 

From  the  mountain  heights  afar  to  ocean  strand, 
Every  breeze  the  tale  is  telling. 

Never  weary  of  the  ever  joyous  song, 

Heart  and  voice  united  bear  along. 

Loyal  to  the  end! 

Ready  to  defend, 

Foe  within  and  out  repelling. 


War’s  alarum  has  but  lately  died  away. 

Yet  the  echo  rolls  around  us. 

But  the  patriot  host  has  overthrown  the  sway 
Of  the  haughty  pow’r  that  bound  us. 
Freedom  dwells  where  freedom  never  dwelt 
before. 

Cries  and  groans  shall  grieve  the  land  n«» 
more. 

Loyal  to  the  end, 

Ready  to  defend, 

Has  the  suiFring  captive  found  us. 


Freedom  dwells  throughout  our  own  beloved  land, 
Wide  as  Heav’n  arches  o’er  it. 

Like  the  rising  sun,  the  patriot’s  armed  hand, 
Clouds  of  wrong  hath  swept  before  it. 

Sound  aloud  the  joyous  word  from  crag  to  crag. 
Plant  on  every  peak  our  starry  flag. 

Loyal  to  the  end, 

Ready  to  defend, 

Guard  and,  like  a  shrine,  adore  it. 


& 


SPRING  NIGHT, 


Fischer. 


Oh  !  wondrous  lovely  night  of  spring, 

The  nightingale  her  song  doth  sing, 

Now  gently  stealing, 

Then  loud  and  clear  in  gladness  pealing. 
The  brooklet  stays  its  flow  in  dread, 

To  fright  her  fearing. 

The  rose  uprears  her  drooping  head 
The  carol  hearing, 

Thou  song  of  true  love. 


Oh !  wondrous  starlight  overspread, 

Upon  my  heart  thy  rays  are  shed. 

Thy  light  so  tender, 

Will  haunt  my  heart  with  magic  splendor. 
The  hrooklet  greets  thee  as  it  flows, 

With  radiance  freighted. 

And  by  thy  kiss,  the  blushing  rose 
Is  consecrated, 

Thou  light  of  true  love. 


Oh,  Springtime  of  the  human  breast, 

With  hope,  and  joy  and  fancy  blest; 
With  starlight  beaming; 

With  sweetest  song  and  beauty  teeming; 
Without  thee,  spring’s  attire  so  sweet. 

Would  charm  us  never; 

In  tearful  joy  the  hearts  that  meet 
Will  call  the  ever, 

The  time  of  true  love. 


f>  VINETA, . . 

Here,  where  the  sea  is  glassy  and  wide 
Here  stood  Vineta,  in  honor  and  pride. 
Here  sounded  out  the  pilgrim  song, 

As  swept  the  organ  tones  along, 

Salve  Regina ! 


. . . . .  •  Abt. 

The  sea  is  false,  the  sea  it  is  deep. 
Lost  are,  forever,  they  in  it  who  sleep. 
The  town  is  sunk.  The  monks  in  vain 
Their  chorus  sang,  in  plaintive  strain, 
Salve  Regina ! 


Here  did  the  sea,  so  deep  and  so  wide, 
Draw  down  Vineta,  her  honor  and  pride. 
When  nightly  shines  the  starry  throng, 
The  waves  breathe  out  Vineta’s  song, 
Salve  Regina ! 


lO  OH,  SONS  OF  ART,  (Festival  Cantata) -. -Mendelssohn, 


Concerts. 

The  Chickering  Club  invited  their  friends  to 
the  pleasant  Hall  that  bears  that  name  a  few  weeks 
ago,  and  gave  them  a  delightful  feast  of  their  singu¬ 
larly  refined  and  perfect  male  Part-Singing.  The 
selections  were  all  choice  and  seasonable,  the  words 
beautiful,  mostly  little  poems  of  Nature,  about 
“Night,”  “Early  Morning,”  “Winter,”  “Th'eMoun- 
tains,”  “The  Woodland  Rose,”  “On  the  Water,” 
&c. ;  or  patriotic;  or,  as  in  the  case  of  “Vineta/’ 
the  sunken  city,  mystical-romantic  ;  and  the  English 
translations  had  been  made  with  great  felicity  and 
tact  by  a  poetic  member  of  the  Club.  Tho  compo¬ 
sitions  were  by  Schubert,  Gade,  Abt,  Fischer, 
Maischnei,  Iviicken  ;  and  for  a  finale,  best  of  all,  and 
in  a  gi under  strain  (this  alone  with  piano  a^compa- 
nimei  t)  they  sang  Mendelssohn’s  noble  music  to 
Schiller  s  Ode  “To  the  Artists.’’^,  ..  t  r 
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TUESDAY  EVENING,  MARCH  1,  1870, 


CHICKEBING  HILL, 


Commencing  at  8  o’clock. 


■ 


n 

<  r 


ronntmnu. 


l  a.  Wanderer's  Night  Song,  - 
b.  Bright  Little  Bird,  - 

CHICKERING  CLUB. 

> 


2.  Scena  and  Aria. 

"  Alcandro  lo  Confesso,” 

“  Non  so  donde  viene,” 

M.  W.  WHITNEY. 


3.  “  Le  Trille  du  Diable,” 

B.  LISTEMANN. 


4.  Scena  and  Aria — “Che  Faro,” 


£enz. 

Abt. 


-  Mozart. 


T  artini. 

Gluck. 


MRS.  C.  A.  BARRY. 


5-  Andante  and  Variations,  (from  Kreutzer  Sonata,)  Beethoven. 


For  Viol i rv  and  Piano 


J.  C.  D.  PARKER  and  B.  LISTEMANN. 


6.  Aria  and  Chorus, 

"  Possenti  Numi,”  (from  II  Flauto  Magico,)  Mozart. 
M.  W.  WHITNEY  and  CHICKERING  CLUB, 


7.  Song — “  My  Pretty  Dreamer,” 


Abt. 


MRS.  C.  A.  BARRY. 


8.  "  Rondo  Capriccioso,”  -  Mendelssohn. 

J.  C.  D.  PARKER. 

9.  Song — “  Loving  Smile  of  Sister  Kind,”  (Faust,)  Gounod. 

M.  V/.  WHITNEY. 

10.  a.  Serenade,  -  Petschke. 

b.  Huntsman’s  Farewell,  ...  Mendelssohn. 

CHICKERING  CLUB. 


Marvin  L  Sun,  Printers,  181  Co»S St.,  Boston. 


I 


MUSICAL. 

The  concert  given  to  Mr.  M.  W.  Whitney  last 
evening  at  Chickering’s  was  testimonial  in  the  best 
sense;  in  the  crowd  of  friends  present;  in  the 
pleasant  feeling  engendered,  and  in  the  choice 
character  of  the  music  and  the  able  group  of  sing¬ 
ers  and  instrumentalists  to  render  it.  Mr.  Whit¬ 
ney  was  not  in  his  best  estate  of  voice,  but  his 
sound  school  and  ripeness  of  culture  were  more 
than  ever  noticed  and  complimented.  Mrs.  Barry' 
sang  with  unusual  warmth  and  feeling ;  and  Mr. 
Parker  and  Mr.  Listemann,  the  instrum  tal  solo¬ 
ists,  forcibly  and  happily  exhibited  theii  artistic 
int  iigence  and  skill.  The  pait-3ong  by  the 
Chi  okering  Club  were  the  famous  featuV  of  the 
evening;  the  rich,  musical  volume  of  tv  allied 
to  highest  finish,  temper  and  deUcai  of  treat- 
mt:.;  charmed  everybody  present.  Mr,  'lo ward’s 
p^ano  accompaniments  during  the  evening  were 

v<r~  formate  J 

Mb.  M.  W.  Whitney.  The  friends  of  this  gen-  j 
tleman  and  admirable  sihger  have  arranged  for  a  j 
concert  complimentary  to  him,  to  occur  next  Tues¬ 
day  evening  at  Chickering  Hall.  Choice  solo  and  ! 
collective  talent  will  contribute  to  the  occasion—  ! 
the  programme  presenting  Mrs.  C.  A.  Barry,  Mr.  J. 

C.  D.  Parker,  Mr.  B.  Listemann,  Mr.  Whitney  him¬ 
self  in  fine  instrumental  and  vocal  selections,  and 
the  Chickering  Club  of  male  voices— which  makes 
this  exceptional  public  appearance  to  serve  any  i 
esteemed  and  valuable  member.  The  concert  is  a 
,  subscription  one,  and  a  large  portion  of  the  tickets 
have  already  been  appropriated  by  the  immediate 
friends  of  Mr.  Whitney.  That  the  many  admirers 
of  this  true  artist  may  share  in  this  opportunity  to 
do  him  timely  and  material  honor,  a  few  tickets 

(have  been  left  at  Chickering’s  rooms,  where  they 
can  be  procured  if  early  called  for. 


T~e  Com  pi,  .  Jpasy  Concert  to  Mr.  Whitney. 
The  complimentary  soirck  to  Mr.  M.  W.  W  miner, 
which  took  place  at  Chickering  s  Hall  last  evening, 
was  a  very  choice  afiair,  and  was  enjoyed  by  a  large  ami 
select  audience  In  addition  to  some  excellent  singing 
by  the  beneficiary,  Mrs.  C.  A.  Barry,  the  well-known 
contralto,  contributed  some  of  lie.*  finest  eifoits.  Mrv 
B.  Listemann  and  Mr.  J.  U.  D.  Parker  performed  very 
skillfully  some  violin  and  piano  selections,  and  therq 
was  some  magnificent  part  singing  b}  the  Chickering 
Club,  an  organization  which  is  seldom  heard  in  public! 
Mr.  Whitney  and  some  of  our  other  prominent  singe  is 
are  connected  with  the  club,  and  from  long  and  fre¬ 
quent  practice  the  organization  has  ac  iuired  great  pro¬ 
ficiency.  Both  Mr.  Whitney  and  the  club  were  hon¬ 
ored  with  encores. 


—  ■  ^  —  - - 

U.  CH.CKERU.O  CL^  m  , 

There  are  a  great  number  of  private  con¬ 
certs  given  in  Boston,  which  the  general  pub¬ 
lic  know  nothing  about.  These  concerts  are 
not  advertised,  and  admission  is  only  obtained 
through  the  courtesy  of  the  artists  who  appear, 
there  being  no  tickets  sold. 

Among  these  private  organizations  the 
Chickering  Club  stands  foremost.  It  com¬ 
prises,  among  its  members,  Messrs.  M.  \V. 
Whitney,  Winch  Brothers,  C.  J.  Sprague, 
Dr.  Langmaid,  Geo.  H.  Chickering,  and  other 
eminent  vocalists.  This  club  gave  two  con¬ 
certs,  last  week,  at  the  hajl  in  Chickering’s 
Factory,  at  the  South  End.  The  program 
was  a  fine  one,  and  the  singing  such  as  might 
be  expected  from  such  artists.  “  Always 
More,”  by  Seifert,  was  especially  well  render¬ 
ed,  and  was  the  gem  of  the  program.  Mr.  J. 
C.  D.  Parker  contributed  Heller’s  Tarantella, 
No.  2.  The  audience  was  remarkable  for  its 
quality,  and  represented  the  musical,  artistic 
and  literary  element  of  our  society.  Miss 
Carlotta  Leclercq  was  an  interested  auditor 
on  both  evenings. 
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THE  WARRIOR’S  PRAYER 


Laciiner. 


Thou  art,  O  Lord,  my  star  by  night; 

By  day  my  sun  above  me. 

Thou  art  my  confidence  and  might. 
That  onward  ever  move  me. 

With  thee  o’er  deserts  do  I  go, 

And,  brave  in  trust,  no  terror  know. 

Give  me  the  power  my  sword  to  wield, 
And  steel  my  blade  to  serve  me, 
That  ere  my  purpose  I  shall  yield, 

No  foe  shall  ne’er  unnerve  me. 

Aid  me  when  I  oppose  the  foe, 

And  guide  my  arm  to  strike  the  blow. 

%*  THE  NIGHT, . 

The  shadows  fast  are  falling, 

Upon  the  rosy  west. 

The  evening  bells  are  calling, 

The  weary  world  to  rest. 

The  twilight  slowly  wanetli, 

0 

What  holy  silence  reigneth. 

IIow  lovely  is  the  night! 

Oh,  silent  night ! 


O’er  mountain  height  whene’er  I  stray, 
From  falt’ring  horse  protect  me; 

And  let  thine  angel,  on  my  way, 

Through  wood  and  wild  direct  me; 

And  when  upon  the  trackless  sand, 

Be  thou  my  ever  guiding  hand. 

-s 

The  balmy  breeze  upon  me  send, 

The  cooling  shade  convey  me, 

Ere  head  and  heart  in  conflict  end, 

And  foot  and  eye  betray  me. 

And  lull  me  into  quiet  rest, 

In  dreams  of  home  afar  caress’d. 

. Abt. 

•  -The  Ileav’n  is  fair  above  us, 

Array’d  in  starry  light. 

The  moon  is  rising  o’er  us, 

In  wondrous  beauty  bright. 

My  cares  oppress  no  longer; 

Thy  peace  hath  made  me  stronger. 

I  feel  thy  quiet  might, 

Oh,  silent  night ! 


3  CHAMPAGNE  SONG, . Sen  rote  r. 

4  (a)  THE  DREAMY  LAKE, . Schumann. 


The  lake  in  dreamy  slumber  lies, 
And  lilies  float  upon  its  breast. 
High  o’er  the  pines  the  song-bird  flies 
To  waken  not  the  sleeper’s  rest. 


The  reed  waves  lightly  on  the  shore 
Its  head  in  thoughtful  sway. 

A  butterfly  comes  hov’ring  o’er, 

And  flutters  soft  away. 


(b)  THE  ROE, . 

* 

A  hunter  tracked,  at  early  morn, 

A  roe,  through  woodland  flying. 

When  saw  he,  at  the  garden  hedge, 

A  rosy  maiden  spying. 

And  yet  the  roe 
Over  hill  an 


. Gape. 

What  has  befall’n  the  gallant  horse, 

That  he  no  longer  fallows? 

What  has  befall’n  the  hunter  bold, 

That  no  more  he  hunts  and  hallos? 
affrighted  goes. 

1  vale  he  teareth. 


5  ALWAYS  MORE, 


Seifert. 


Would  I  again  might  see  her, 
Ah,  only  once  again  ! 

But  when  I  then  had  seen  her, 
Yet  should  I  long  to  see  her 
A  thousand  times  again. 


Her  hand  would  I  might  hold  now, 
Ah,  only  once  again  ! 

But,  when  I  then  had  held  it, 

Yet  should  I  long  to  hold  it 
A  thousand  times  again. 


Would  I  again  might  kiss  her, 

Ah,  only  once  again  ! 

But  when  I  then  had  kissed  her, 

Yet  should  I  long  to  kiss  her 
A  thousand  times  again. 

«  PIANO-FORTE  SOLO, . J.  C.  D.  Parker. 

'V  EVENING  SONG, . . Naatkr. 


See,  the  evening  shades  are  closing, 

O’er  the  tired  earth  reposing; 

And  the  work  of  day  is  done. 

Hark !  the  bells,  that  say  “Content  thee  ! 
Fold  thy  hands,  for  rest  is  sent  thee.” 
Send  thy  peace,  oh  God  of  love, 

On  thy  children  from  above. 


See,  the  sun  is  fast  descending, 

And  the  herds  are  homeward  wending. 

Stay,  oh  wanderer,  rest  thee  now  ! 
Bells  upon  the  wind  are  swelling, 

Of  the  peaceful  evening  telling. 

God  of  goodness,  may  we  rest, 

Like  the  lambs,  in  slumbers  blest. 


See,  the  woods  are  suilk  in  shadow, 
Till  the  moonlight  gilds  the  meadow, 
And  reveals  our  welcome  home. 
Now  the  chime  of  bells  is  over. 

In  my  sleep  their  tones  will  hover, 
Lord  of  all,  oh,  in  thy  sight, 

Keep  us  through  the  silent  night. 


La) 


SERENADE . Petschke. 


Come  in  the  silent  night! 

Darling,  why  waitest  thou  ? 

Darkness  came  long  ago, 

All  things  are  slumbering  now, 

Love  wakes  and  shuns  the  light. 


(b)  SPRING  SONG, 

The  spring  again  rejoices, 

Hast  heard  her  many  voices? 

The  little  birds  will  tell  it  you  : 

The  little  flow’re  will  tell  it  too. 

<>  HUNTER’S  JOY, . 


. Durrner. 

The  forest  bow  to  greet  her. 

The  meadows  smile  to  meet  her. 

How  every  thing  with  pleasure  glows, 

Such  beauty  o’er  the  earth  she  throws. 

. Astholz. 


10  EARLY  MORNING........ . Abt. 

11  CHORUS  FROM  “CEDIPUS”, . Mendelssohn. 
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roqrammi 


I.  The  Forest . Haeser. 

2.  The  Trusty  Heart  .  .  .  '  .  .  Otto. 

3.  Sleep,  thou  Wild  Rose  .....  Abt. 

QUARTETTE. 

4.  a.  The  Night  .....  Schubert, 

b.  The  Spring  again  rejoices  ....  Durrner. 


P 


5.  I  love  all  that  fine  is 


Rodenberg. 


6.  Tarantella,  No.  2 


Stephen  Heller. 


Piano-forte  Solo. 

J.  C.  D.  PARKER. 

7.  The  Mountain  Shadows  .....  Abt. 

QUARTETTE. 

J 

8.  Always  more  .  .....  Seifert. 

9.  In  May-time  .......  Billeter. 

10.  I  long  for  thee  .......  Hartel. 

QUARTETTE. 

11.  On  the  Mountains  ...  .  .  Abt. 

12.  March . Storch. 


A  New  Chickering  Hall  was  musically  dedi¬ 
cated  last  evening.  It  is  an  apartment  in  the  spa¬ 
cious  factory  l uilding  of  the  Messrs.  Chickering 
on  Tremont  street,  just  above  Chester  park;  ancl 
what  with  the  convenient  and  generous  entrance¬ 
way  to  it  from  Tremont  street,  and  the  simple, 
chaste  features  of  its  interior,  the  recommenda¬ 
tions  it  possesses  for  choice  chamber  and  kindred 
concerts  are  of  the  best.  In  acoustic  properties  it  i 
is  the  rival  of  any  hall  we  have  in  the  city,  and 
wanting  only  some  warm  ornamentation  and 
more  brilliant  lighting,  it  is  a  happy  reminder  of 
the  elegant  and  musically-hallowed  salon  of  the 
Cliickerings  on  Washington  street,  whose  trans¬ 
formation  from  art  to  material  interests  the  com¬ 
munity  has  so  much  mourned. 

The  concert  given  in  this  hall  last  evening  was 
by  the  Chickering  Club— a  private  affair,  upon 
which  we  may  not  encroach  by  public  notice,  ex¬ 
cept  to  say  that  the  club  surpassed  itself  in  all  the 
admirable  traits  of  four-part  singing— beauty  of 
tone,  finish,  style,  rapport  of  delivery  and,feeling, 
color,  balance  and  splendidly  resonant  and  yet 
musical  volume  of  sound— for  which  this  choice 
body  of  male  vocalists  has  the  reputation.  The 
select  company  of  musical  people  present  united 
in  spontaneous  tribute  to  such  artistic  study  and 
accomplishment. 

The  new  hall,  if  the  Messrs.  Chickering  permit 
its  general  use,  will  be  well  sought  for  all  aesthetic 
entertainments;  for  though  comparatively  south¬ 
ward  m  location,  it  is  yet  within  the  very  cluster 
of  homes  where  music  is  devotedly  cultivated  and 
served. 

Private  Concerts  by  the  Chickering  Club. 
—Two  very  delightful  concerts  were  givejj  by  the 
Chickering  Club  in  the  hall  of  Mr.  Chickering  and 
Son’s  factory,  last  night  and  on  Thursday  evening, 
for  the  exclusive  benefit  of  the  guests  and  friends 
of  the  society.  The  audience  was  on  both  occa¬ 
sions  quite  as  large  as  could  be  comfortably  ac¬ 
commodated,  and  in  character  was  very  select  and 
appreciative.  The  club  is  composed  of  fifteen  gen¬ 
tlemen,  twelve  of  whom  are  vocalists,  equally  di¬ 
vided  between  the  four  parts.  Their  selections  are 
part-songs  and  quartettes  by  German  authors, 
sung  without  accompaniment.  The  performance 
of  these  grand  and  beautiful  compositions  gave 
unalloyed  pleasure  to  those  who  listened.  A  com¬ 
pact  body  of  singers,  selected  from  the  best 
professional  and  amateur  vocalists  of  the  city,  and 
prepared  by  careful  practice,  could  hardly  fail  to 
give  a  worthy  interpretation  of  such  music ;  but 
the  strong  and  delicate  shading,  the  purity  and 
flexibility  of  each  voice,  the  perfect  blending  of 
them  all,  and  the  clear,  crisp  execution  of  every 
bar  and  note,  need  to  be  heard  to  be  fully  appre¬ 
ciated.  The  programme  of  both  concerts  was  the 
same,  and  included,  besides  the  vocal  pieces  men¬ 
tioned,  a  Tarantella  (No  2)  by  Stephen  Heller, 
which  was  finely  rendered  by  Mr.  J.  C.  D.  Parker, 
who  is  a  member  of  the  club. 


* 


* 


(rev.  MR.  BOWEN’S,) 


DUDLEY  STREET,  ROXBURY, 


THURSDAY  EVENING,  FEBRUARY  7,  1867. 


— |XP>ik-~vVvV~' — 


tinder  the  direction  of  Mr,  I,  B.  $harland. 


TO  COMMENCE  AT  EIGHT  O’CLOCK, 


Rhodes  &  Markham,  Printers,  40  Devonshire  St.,  Boston. 


l?art  I 


1,  PART  SONG,— “Early  Spring,” 


MENDELSSOHN. 


2.  SONGS,—; “  Thou  art  like  a  lovely  flow’ret,” 
ft-  “  Brightly  beaming,” . 


|  A.  DAVENPORT. 


3.  DUETT,— “  Wherefore  is  thy  soul  cast  down?”  -  .'Vl'd  .(7hS. 
4-  SONG,— “  The  two  Grenadiers,”  ....  }Y ,.  k Out^-jo  oA~ . 


.  SCHUMANN. 


COSTA. 


5.  SONG,— “  Cantique  pour  Noel,”  .  .  .  . 

6.  CANTATA,—'1  Spring  Message,”  .  .  .  . 


ADAM. 


GADE. 


We  hail  you,  footsteps  of  the  Spring, 

Just  from  the  frosts  of  Winter  wending, 
God  speed  yon  to  your  sunny  goal, 

The  vernal  song  again  ascending, 

Like  music  in  the  human  soul. 

There  wanders  under  budding  bowers, 
Fair  spirits  of  the  early  year, 

Now  glittering  in  the  grateful  showers. 
That  patter  raindrops  on  the  ear. 

Cast  from  the  soul  all  painful  duty. 

That  serves  to  chain  thee  to  the  dust; 

Like  joyous  bird,  on  wing  of  beauty 
Rask  in  the  air  of  heavenly  trust. 

He,  who  does  cull  from  barren  places 
The  fragrant  petals  of  the  rose; 

Yon  too,  can  clothe  with  heavenly  graces, 
Give  highest  joys,  for  deepest  woes. 

Though  dark  and  gloomy  be  life’s  hour, 
With  heart  oppressed, 'or  sense  of  ill ; 

Trust  evermore !  Great  is  the  power, 

Of  Him,  whose  mercy  liveth  still. 

Accept,  oh  soul !  the  gift  from  Heaven, 

Of  holy,  pentecostal  lore; 

To  thee  the  light  of  truth  is  given 
And  bides  with  thee  forevermore. 


l?art  II. 


7.  SONG,— “  Praise  of  the  Soldier,” 


STIGELLI. 


8.  PART  SONG,— “  Farewell  to  the  Forest,” . MENDELSSOHN. 

9.  SONG,— “  0,  rest  in  the  Lord,”  .  Ms  .  .  .  .  MENDELSSOHN. 


10. 


CANTATA, — “  Christmas  Night,” — (Soli  and  Double  Chorus,)  •  •  •  F.  HILLER. 


Angel  of  the  Annunciation. 


Hosts  of  seraphim, 

Chant  the  heavenly  story, 

Give  to  God  the  glory ; 

Through  the  clouds  descending, 
Down  to  earth  you’re  bending, 


With  the  Star  of  Beth’lem  guidin 
Go  proclaim  the  joyful  tidings, 
That  the  Holy  Infant, 

Immanuel,  has  been  born. 

<x  ct  revwj 


A  Shepherd. 

O,  Father!  what  vision  greets  my  mortal  sight? 

A  river  of  light  seems  coursing  through  clouds  of  the  dark  silent  night; 
Oh!  grandest  of  vision,  Oh!  holiest  of  mission,  with  softest  of  song, 

The  bright  train  of  angels  is  marching  along. 


Double  Chorus  of  Shepherds  and  Angels. 


Shepherds 


Angels : 


S 

\ 

j 

( 


Shepherds 


The  angel  choir  are  singing, 
Their  olive  branches  waving, 
Their  plumes  in  ether  laving, 
The  air  with  fragrance  filling. 

Arise,  ye  gentle  shepherds, 

To  serve  the  Lord  of  Heaven ; 
A  star  to  you  is  given, 

Above  all  worlds  ’tis  glowing, 
Light  on  the  nation  throwing. 

Lo,  from  the  gates  of  Heaven 
They  lowly  bow  to  meet  us, 
With  love  divine  they  greet  us; 
A  Saviour  has  been  given, 

The  chain  of  de^ith  is  riven. 

The  Angel. 


.Joy,  all  joy  excelling, 

To  your  heart  is  given, 
Haste  lo  yonder  dwelling, 
Praise  the  son  of  Heaven. 

He,  so  long  expected, 

Men’s  Messiah  reigneth, 


Earth  by  him  protected, 

Her  redemption  gaineth. 

From  the  heavenly  portal, 
Christ  the  Saviour  came, 
Bringing  life  immortal, 
Through  his  sacred  name. 


Chorus  of  Shepherds. 

Hail  the  anointed,' left  heavenly  home; 
Hail,  the  appointed,  bids  us  to  come; 
Hail  to  the  nation,  inaise  ye  the  Lord; 
Peace  and  salvation,  brings  us  his  word; 
Nature  and  Heaven  echo  the  strain; 

Light  has  been  given,  mercy  shall  reign. 


The  Angel ,  and  Double  Chorus. 

Lo!  now  the  world  awakens,  the  planets  in  their  spheres, 
1  hear  the  pace  of  nations  along  the  future  years; 

The  weary  earth  advances,  a  brighter  morning  gleams, 
And  all  the  earth  entrances,  beneath  the  rising  beams. 


Forget  all  pain  and  sorrow,  forget  your  earth-employ; 
lave  for  a  brighter  morrow,  prepared  for  heavenly  joy. 
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1.  PART  SONG,  “Phoebus” . - . .  BARNBY. 

2.  SONG . 

3.  PART  SONG,  “  The  Skylark,” . BARNBY. 
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THE  LEHEHB  ©F  SAINT 


9 


The  Prefect  of  Pome, 
A  Christian  Woman,  . 


A  CANTATA, 


CHARACTERS. 


Sopra  no. 
.  Tenor. 

.  Bass. 
Contralto. 


PART  I. 

PRELUDE. 

No.  I.  WEDDING  CHORUS. 

Let  the  lutes  play  their  loudest 
On  this  bright  summer  day  ; 

Let  the  noblest  and  proudest 
Take  part  in  the  lay. 

Gracious  Hymen  !  we  implore,  thee, 

Smile  on  those  who  kneel  before  thee! 

For  a  nuptial  more  glorious 
Was  song  never  sung. 

He  is  brave  and  victorious, 

And  noble  and  young. 

Gracious  Hymen,  &c. 

She  is  fair  as  the  goddess 
From  the  deep  who  did  rise; 

She  is  pure  as  Diana,  •-» 

Who  brightens  the  skies. 

Gracious  Hymen,  Ac. 

No.  II.  AIR. 

Vale  hi  an  us. 

The  love  too  deep  for  word's  to  speak. 

With  Life  alone  that  wanes  and  dies, 

Is  kindled  by  that  blushing  cheek. 

That  lofty  brow — those  starry  eyes. 

Wine  own  at  last,  whate’er  betide ! 

The  Gods  have  blessed  me  oft,  I  know, 

But,  having  given  me  my  bride, 

They  can  no  further  bliss  bestow. 


No.  III.  SCENA  and  DUET. 

Cecilia. 

O,  my  lord  !  if  I  must  grieve  you, 

Let  my  treason  be  forgiven ; 

But  I  hear  my  master  call  me, 

Love  of  man  must  ne’er  enthral  me, 
Bound  bv  solemn  vow  to  Heaven. 

Valeuianus. 

Can  it  be  that  Jove  has  dared 
With  some  new  deceit  to  woo  thee? 
Faithless,  tarnished,  and  ensnared — 

Cecilia. 

Nay,  my  lord,  forbear  to  shame  me  I 
_  One  than  Jove  more  mighty  far, 

Wlio  controlleth  sun  and  star: — 
lie,  the  Highest,  deigns  to  claim  me. 

Va  lerianus. 

IIow  shall  I  thy  tale  believe  ? 

False  one !  . 

Cecilia. 

Kill  me,  if  thou  wilt, 

Nought  of  faleshood,  nought  of  guilt 
Shall  my  earthly  lord  deceive. 

Thou  can st  as  yet  not  half  divine 
What  keeps  me  from  thine  arms  apart, 
Tdl  the  Most  High  shall  touch  thy  heart. 
Have  mercy,  Father,  make  him  thine  ! 


-J-  - 


.»  Valerianus. 

She  awes  me  with  a  power  divine; 

What  is  the  strange  and  thrilling  art 
That  holds  me  from  her  arms  apart, 

.  Though  rite  and  vow  have  made  her  mine  ? 

Valerianus. 

I  do  not  think  thou  would’st  deceive — 
Give  me  some  proof,  for  eye  and  ear, 

Of  this  strange  faith. 

(Soft  music.)  Cecilia. 

Hark !  they  draw  near, 

But  only  those  redeemed  that  be 
May  their  celestial  glory  see. 

Now  listen,  and  the  truth  believe. 

NO.  IV.  AIR  AND  CHORUS  OE  UNSEEN 
ANGELS. 

I. 

Praise  the  Lord  1 
When  the  blessing  is  given, 

And  a  joy,  as  of  heaven, 

Makes  the  lover’s  lips  falter: 

When  the  roses  have  died 
In  the  path  of  the  bride 
As  she  came  from  the  altar. 

When  the  banquet  is  spread. 

And  the  wine  ruby  red 
From  the  urn  streams  around  us, 

With  a  joyous  accord 

Let  our  song  praise  the  Lord, 

Who  with  blessings  hath  cr-owned  us  I 

With  Chorus. 

Praise  the  Lord,  O  my  soul, 

For  His  mercy  endureth  forever, 

For  His  bounty  endureth  iorever, 

For  His  glory  endureth  forever  ! 

ir. 

In  the  wilderness  bare, 

When  the  sky’s  cruel  glare 
Doth  with  drought  overpower  us. 
And,  like  ghosts  in  their  shrouds, 

The  ghastly  sand-clouds 
Hover  round  to  devour  us; — 

In  the  grasp  of  the  wave, 

When  the  winter  winds  rave 
O’er  the  dark,  rapid  river, 

While  my  lip  has  a  word, 

Let  its  breath  praise  the  Lord 
Wlio  alone  can  deliver. 

With  Chorus. 

Praise  the  Lord,  O  my  soul,  &o. 


No.  V.  RECIT.  and  AUt. 
Valerianus. 

Cease  not,  I  pray  you !— What  delight  is  this  ? 
Cecilia. 

What  means  your  kindling  eye,  my  lord? 
Valerianus. 

. 

Sing  on ; 

No  earthly  voices  swelled  that  glorious  strain 
Foreshadowing  rapture  passing  earthly 
bliss, 

I  thrill  with  awe,  and  keen  ecstatic  pain. 

Pity  me,  Ileaven  I 

Cecilia  and  Chorus. 

Another  soul  is  won  I 


AIR. 

Valerianus. 

A  wondrous  change  my  spirit  doth  surprise, 
Where  are  the  clouds  that  lately  sealed  mine 
eyes  ? 

What  care  I  now  for  all  those  pleasures  vain 
That  lately  hound  my  soul  in  golden  chain? 
Visions  of  Heaven  unfold  as  dawneth  day, 
Celestial  voices  teach  me  I  should  pray 
To  One  who  givelh  life  and  healeth  grief, 
rf  I  have  sinned,  Almighty  One,  forgive, 
Teach  me  Thy  will,  let  me  begin  to  live; 

Lord,  I  believe,  help  Thou  my  unbelief  1 

Angel. 

It  is  granted ;  lo,  the  sign 

That  Lhe  Grace  of  Heaven  is  thine  I 

C  The  Angels  appear.) 

VI.  CHORUS. 

From  our  home  we  have  come  down, 
Bridegroom  and  Bride  of  Heaven, 
Chosen,  redeemed,  forgiven, 

To  bring  you  each  a  crown 
Of  roses  that  are  brightest, 

Of  lilies. that  are  whitest, 

In  Paradise  that  bloom. 

Life  is  but  an  idle  dream, 

Earth  a  gaily  garnished  tomb, 

Mortal  suffering  most  extreme 
Only  is  a  passing  wonder. 

Deck  yourselves  for -sacrifice, 

Make  you  ready  to  arise 
To  eternal  glory  yonder  1 


PART  2. 


NO.  VII.  AIR. 

The  Prefect. 

i 

What  mean  these  zealots  vile,  who  dream 
Our  ancient  altars  to  o’erthrow, 

And  dare  the  awful  Gods  blaspheme, 

And  through  the  city  boldly  go 
Proclaiming  loud  their  impious  creed, 

Doubt  and  rebellion  wild  to  breed? 

So  sure  as  on  Olympus’  height 
Sits  mighty  Jove,  with  thunder  crowned, 

Or  as,  when  morn  unbars  the  gate, 

Apollo,  in  his  car,  elate, 

Travels  on  high  our  orb  around; 

So  sure  as  in  the  caves  of  Hell, 

Among  the  shades  does  Pluto  dwell, 

My  wrath  shall  on  the  Christians  fall; 

And  let  them  call  upon  their  Lord 
To  spare  them  rack,  and  fire,  and  sword; 
The  race  shall  perish,  one  and  all  I 


No.  VIII.  AIR. 

A  Christian  Woman. 

Father,  whose  blessing  we  entreat, 

Look  downward  from  Thy  merev-seat 
Upon  Thy  Servant’s  prayei\an’d  praise. 

O,  let  us  Thy  protection  share. 

And  give  us  grace  the  worst  to  bear, 

If  cruel  men  cut  short  our  days. 

ANTHEM. 

No.  IX.  QUARTET  and  CHORUS. 

God  is  our  hope  and  strength, 

A  very  present  help  in  trouble. 

Therefore  we  will  not  fear, 

Though  the  earth  tremble, 

Though  the  mountains  shake. 

And  the  waters  rage  and  swell; 

For  God  is  in  the  midst  of  us, 

Therefore  shall  we  not  be  moved — 

God  is  our  hope  and  refuge. 


No.  X.  SCENA,  DUET  AND  CHORUS. 


,  The  Prefect. 

Is  this  the  bride  ?  Is  this  the  spouse 
Who,  wedded  by  our  ancient  rite, 

Do  our  eternal  Gods  requite, 

By  their  insulting  blasphemies  ? 

She  is  distraught.  Let  her  stand  by. 

But  you,  my. lord,  to  join  with  her 
In  some  strange  passing  fantasy ! 

If,  for  your  father’s  sake,  I  hide 
This  freak  insane,  and  turn  aside, 

Fly  I  to  some  other  region  fly  1 
The  scaffold  and  the  pile  are  nigh. 

Valeri  anus. 

Not  so.  Engaged  by  holy  vows, 

I  must  your  Pagan  faith  deny, 

Only  too  blest  to  die  with  her — 

My  Spirit’s  angel  messenger. 

But  if  you  think  to  show  me  grace 
Belonging  to  my  ancient  race, 

Let  pain  and  torture  wait  on  me, 

And  the  quick  anguish  set  her  free. 

The  Prefect. 

That  which  you  do  the  most  desire, 
Therefore  !  shall  the  most  deny; 

Your  doom  shall  be  the  sudden  sword, 
And  her’s  the  agony  of  fire. 

A  fire  whose  torture  worketh  slow, 

And  shall  give  time,  with  all  its  glow, 

To  her  whom  its  embrace  shall  know, 

To  pant,  and  faint,  and  testify 
Against  our  Gods,  by  her  abhorred, 

And  call  upon  your  vaunted  Lord  I 

( With  Chorus.) 

NO.  XI.  FUNERAL  MARCH. 

NO.  XII.  TERZETT. 

Cecilia,  Valerian  us,  Prefect. 

Cecilia  and  Valerianus. 

Farewell  for  but  a  while,— whatsoever  pangs 
await  us, 

Through  the  dreary  Vale  of  Death  will  the 
journey  soon  be  o’er. 

{To  Prefect.)  We  will  pray  for  pardon  for 
you,  who  do  persecute  and  hate  us, 
In  the  home  where  mortal  pain  shall  tor¬ 
ment  us  never  more. 

The  Prefect. 

Go,  perish  in  your  pride,  all  repentance  bold¬ 
ly  spurning; 


Let  us  see  if  he  will  save  you,  this  God 
whom  you  adore. 

The  sword  is  gfeaming  bright,  and  the  fire 
already  burning, 

With  j'our  blasphemy  and  guilt  you  shall 
vex  our  land  no  more. 


No.  XIII.  DIALOGUE. 

Prefect. 

Bear  him  away,  and  bind  her  fast. 
Chorus  of  Men. 

Hark!  it  is  done;  his  chance  hath  passed. 
Cecilia. 

He  leads  me  on  my  upward  way. 
Prefect. 

If  thou  wilt  yet  for  mercy  prav, 

And  wilt  abjure  thine  idle  faith, 

Thou  slialt  escape  this  hideous  death. 

Cecilia  {with  Chorus  of  Christians.) 

The  Lord  is  my  strength  and  my  song; 
He  is  also  become  my  salvation. 

Prefect. 

Then  in  thine  obstinacy  die. 


NO.  XIV. 

Cecilia,  with  Chorus. 


CANTICLE. 

I. 

Those  whom  the  Highest  One  befriends 
Are  shielded  by  a  charm, 

For  evil  with  the  body  ends, 

The  soul  it  cannot  harm. 

No  torment  can  my  trust  betray, 
However  fierce  it  be, 

That  leads  me  on  my  upward  way, 
Eternal  Lord,  to  Thee. 

Alleluia.  Amen.  (  With  Chorus.) 

Before  mine  eyes,  already  dim. 

Doth  Heaven  unclose  the  gate; 

I  hear  the  quiring  Seraphim 
Around  the  throne,  that  wait 
To  join  the  song  of  that  bright  quire. 

Thy  mercy  sets  me  free; 

And  so  I  triumph  o’er  the  fire, 

And  rise,  O  Lord,  to  Thee. 

Alleluia  1  Amen. 


> 


s 


^ART  1. 


1. 

2. 

v 

3. 


PART  SONGS, 

SONG,  “Salve  Maria,” . 

PART  SONG,  “0  hush  thee,  my  Babie,” 


(A.  “Pkebus." 

( B.  “Sweet  and  Low.” 


•  Barnby. 
Mercadante. 

•  Sullivan. 


A  CANTATA. 


arnctt. 


Introduction— Instrumental. 


CHORUS. 


It  is  an  ancient  Mariner. 

And  lie  stoppeih  one  of  three. 


RECIT. 


By  thy  long  grey  beard  and  glittering  eye, 
Mow  wherefore  stopp’st  thou  me? 


f/0  00  .  &  frVK/i  “ 1  lle  Bridegroom's  doors  are  opened  wide, 
l/v‘  ^  And  I  am  next  ot  kin ; 


The  guests  are  met,  the  feast  is  set: 
Mayst  hear  the  merry  din.” 


RECIT. 


The  Wedding-Guest  here  beat  his  breast.  T,  . 
For  he  heard  the  loud  bassoon.  rlMw 


CHORUS. 


The  bride  hath  paced  into  the  hall. 
Red  as  a  rose  is  she : 

Nodding  their  heads  before  her  goes 
The  merry  minstrelsy. 


RECIT. 


The  Wedding-Guest  he  beat  his  breast. 
Yet  he  cannot  choose  but  hear; 


RECIT.— CHORUS. 

He  holds  him  with  his  skinny  hand, 

“  There  was  a  ship,”  quoth  he. 

RECIT. 

~p(AA£/{  “  Hold  off!  unhand  me,  grey-beard  loon!” 

RECIT.— CHORUS. 

Eftsoons  his  hand  dropt  he. 

He  holds  him  with  his  glittering  eye— 
The  Wedding-Guest  stood  still. 

And  listens  like  a  three  years’  child  : 

The  Mariner  hath  his  will. 

CHORUS. 

The  ship  was  cheered,  the  harbor  cleared, 

Merrily  did  we  drop 

Below  the  kirk,  below  the  hill, 

Below  the  light-house  top. 

The  sun  came  up  upon  the  left, 

Out  of  the  sea  came  he! 

And  he  shone  bright,  and  on  the  right 
Went  down  into  the  sea. 


RECIT.— CHORUS. 

And  thus  spake  on  that  ancient  man, 

The  bright-eyed  Mariner  — 

CHORUS. 

“  And  now  the  storm-blast  came,  and  he 
Was  tyrannous  and  strong: 

He  struck  with  his  o'ertaking  wings, 

And  chased  us  south  along. 

“  With  sloping  masts  and  dipping  prow, 

As  who  pursued  with  yell  and  blow 
Still  treads  the  shadow  of  his  foe, 

And  forward  bends  his  head. 

The  ship  drove  fast,  loud  roared  the  blast, 
And  southward  aye  we  fled. 

“  And  now  there  came  both  mist  and  snow, 
And  it  grew  wondrous  cold  : 

And  ice,  mast  high,  came  floating  by, 

As  green  as  emerald. 

“  At  length  did  cross  an  Albatross, 

Through  the  fog  it  came; 

As  it  it  had  been  a  Christian  soul, 

We  hailed  it  in  God’s  name. 


RECIT. 


sr* 


“  And  a  good  south  wind  sprung  up  behind; 
The  Albatross  did  follow, 

And  every  day  for  food  or  play, 
to  the  Mariner’s  hollo! 

ARIA. 


C&kvs 


“  The  fair  breeze  blew,  the  white  foam  flew. 
The  furrow  followed  free; 

We  were  the  first  that  ever  burst 
Into  that  silent  sea. 


“  The  sun  now  rose  upon  the  right: 
Out  of  the  sea  came  he, 

Still  hid  in  mist,  and  on  the  left 
Went  down  into  the  sea.” 


RECIT. 

“  God  save  thee,  ancient  Mariner, 

From  the  fiends,  that  plague  thee  thus! 
Why  look’st  thou  so? 


RELIT. 


jtlfli/ 


— “  With  my  cross-bow 
I  shot  the  Albatross.” 


ARIA. 


'  “  Down  dropt  the  breeze,  the  sails  dropt  down, 
rf  ■ was  sad  as  sad  could  be : 

And  we  did  speak  only  to  break 
The  silence  of  the  sea! 

“  Day  after  day,  day  after  day, 

We  stuck,  nor  breath  nor  motion; 

As  idle  as  a  painted  ship 
Upon  a  painted  ocean. 

Water,  water,  everywhere. 

And  all  the  boards  did  shrink; 

Water,  water,  everywhere, 

Nor  any  drop  to  drink. 

CHORUS. 

“  About,  about,  in  reel  and  rout 
The  death-fires  danced  at  night; 

The  water,  like  a  witch’s  oils, 

Burnt  green,  and  blue,  and  white. 

“  And  some  in  dreams  assured  were 
Of  the  spirit  that  plagued  us; 

Nine  fathom  deep  he  had  followed  us 
From  the  land  of  mist  and  snow. 


RECIT. 


“  The  steersman’s  face  by  his  lamp  gleamed 
white, 

From  the  sails  the  dew  did  drip  — 

Till  clomb  above  the  eastern  bar, 

The  horned  Moon,  with  one  bright  star 
Within  the  nether  tip. 

“  One  after  one,  by  the  star-dogged  Moon, 

Too  quick  for  groans  or  sigh, 

Each  turned  his  face  with  a  ghastly  pang, 
And  cursed  me  with  his  eye. 


QUARTET. 

“  The  souls  did  from  their  bodies  fly  — 
They  fled  to  bliss  or  woe! 

And  every  soul,  it  passed  me  bv. 

Like  the  whizz  of  my  cross-bow! 

RECIT. 

“  Alone,  alone,  all,  all  alone, 

Alone  on  a  wide,  wide  sea! 

And  never  a  saint  took  pity  on 
My  soul  in  agony. 

“  I  looked  to  heaven,  and  tried  to  pray ; 
But  or  ever  a  prayer  had  gusht, 

A  wicked  whisper  came,  and  made 
My  heart  as  dry  as  du*t. 


u  Beyond  the  shadow  of  the  ship, 

I  watched  the  water  snakes: 

They  moved  in  tracks  of  shining  white, 
And  when  they  reared,  the  elfish  light 
Fell  otf  in  hoary  flakes. 

ARIA. 


“  O  happy  living  things!  no  tongue 
Their  beauty  might  declare: 

A  spring  of  love  gushed  from  my  heart, 
And  I  blessed  them  unaware: 

Sure  my  kind  saint  took  pity  on  me. 
And  I  blessed  them  unaware. 


ARIA. 


“  Oh  sleep!  it  is  a  gentle  thing, 

Beloved  from  pole  to  pole! 

To  Mary  Queen  the  praise  be  given  : 
She  sent  the  gentle  sleep  from  heaven, 
That  slid  into  my  soul. 

RECIT. 


u  And  soon  I  heard  a  roaring  wind  : 
It  did  not  come  anear; 

But  with  its  sound  it  shook  the  sails 
That  were  so  thin  and  sere. 


CHORUS. 


“  The  upper  air  burst  into  life! 

And  a  hundred  fire-flags  sheen, 

To  and  fro  they  were  hurried  about! 
And  to  and  fro,  and  in  and  out. 

The  wan  stars  danced  between. 


“  And  the  coming  wind  did  roar  more  loud, 
And  the  sails  did  sigh  like  sedge ; 

And  the  rain  poured  down  from  one  black 
cloud; 

The  moon  w  as  at  its  edge 


*'  The  thick  black  cloud  was  cleft,  and  still 
The  moon  was  at  its  side : 

Like  waters  shot  from  some  high  crag, 
The  lightning  fell  with  never  a  jag, 

A  river  steep  and  wide. 


RECIT— CHORUS. 

“  The  loud  wind  never  reached  the  ship, 
Yet  now  the  ship  moved  on! 

Beneath  the  lightning  and  the  moon 
The  dead  men  gave  a  groan. 


“  They  groaned,  they  stirred,  they  all  uprose, 
Nor  spake,  nor  moved  their  eyes; 

It  had  been  strange,  even  in  a  dream, 

To  have  seen  those  dead  men  rise. 


“  The  helmsman  steered,  the  ship  moved  on; 
Yet  never  a  breeze  up  blew; 

The  mariners  all  ’gan  work  the  ropes, 
Where  they  were  wont  to  do; 

They  raised  their  limbs  like  lifeless  tools  — 
We  were  a  ghastly  crew.” 

RECIT. 

“  I  fear  thee,  ancient  Mariner! 

I  fear  thy  skinny  hand! 

And  thou  art  long,  and  lank,  and  brown, 
As  is  the  ribbed  sea-sand. 

“  I  fear  thee,  ancient  Mariner!” 

RECIT. 

“  Be  calm,  thou  Wedding-Guest! 

’Twas  not  those  souls  that  fled  in  pain, 
Which  to  their  corses  came  again, 

But  a  troop  of  spirits  blest: 

“  For  when  it  dawned — they  dropped  their 
arms, 

And  clustered  round  the  mast; 

Sweet  sounds  rose  slowly  through  their 
mouths, 

And  from  their  bodies  passed. 


ARIA. 


QUARTET. 


“  Around,  around,  flew  eacli  sweet  sound, 
Then  darted  to  the  Sun; 

Slowly  the  sounds  came  back  again, 
Now  mixed,  now  one  by  one. 

“  Sometimes  a-dropping  from  the  sky 
I  heard  the  sky-lark  sing: 

Sometimes  all  little  birds  that  are, 

How  they  seemed  to  till  the  sea  and  air 
With  their  sweet  jargoning! 

“  And  now  ’twas  like  all  instruments, 

Now  like  a  lonely  flute; 

And  now  it  is  an  angel’s  song, 

That  makes  the  heavens  be  mute. 

RECIT. 


“  Swiftly,  swiftly  flew  the  ship, 

Yet  she  sailed  softly  too : 

Sweetly,  sweetly  blew  the  breeze  — 
On  me  alone  it  blew  — 

“  Oh !  dream  of  joy !  is  this  indeed 
The  light-house  top  I  see? 

Is  this  the  hill?  is  this  the  kirk? 

Is  this  mine  own  countree? 


1 


“  We  drifted  over  the  harbor-bar, 
And  I  with  sobs  did  pray 
O  let  me  be  awake,  my  God! 

Or  let  me  sleep  alway. 


ARIA. 


“  ’Till  noon  we  quietly  sailed  on. 

Yet  never  a  breeze  did  breathe  : 
Slowly  and  smoothly  went  the  ship, 
Moved  onward  from  beneath. 


“  The  harbor-bay  was  clear  as  glass, 
So  smoothly  if  was  strewn ! 

And  on  the  bay  the  moonlight  lay, 
And  the  shadow  of  the  moon. 


“  Under  the  keel  nine  fathom  deep, 
From  the  land  of  mist  and  snow, 
The  spirit  slid ;  and  it  was  he 
That  made  the  ship  to  go. 

The  sails  at  noon  left  off  their  tune, 
And  the  ship  stood  still  also. 

“  Then  like  a  pawning  horse  let  go, 
She  made  a  sudden  bound  : 

It  flung  the  blood  into  my  head, 
And  I  fell  down  in  a  swound. 

How  long  in  that  same  fit  I  lay, 

I  have  not  to  declare: 

But  ere  my  living  life  returned, 

I  heard,  and  in  my  soul  discerned 
Two  voices  in  the  air. 


“  The  rock  shone  bright,  the  kirk  no  less. 
That  stands  above  the  rock  : 

The  moonlight  steeped  in  silentness 
The  steady  weather-cock. 


RECIT. 


“  And  the  bay  was  white  with  silent  light, 
till  rising  from  the  same. 

Full  many  shapes,  that  shadows  were, 

In  crimson  colors  came. 

“  A  little  distance  from  the  prow 
Those  crimson  shadows  were: 

I  turned  my  eyes  upon  the  deck  — 

Oh,  Christ!  what  saw  I  there! 


u 


DUET. 


1 


First  Voice. 

“  ‘  But  tell  me,  tell  me!  speak  again, 

Thy  soft  response  renewing  — 

What  makes  that  ship  drive  on  so  fast? 
What  is  the  ocean  doing?  ” 

Second  Voice. 

“  1  Still  as  a  slave  before  his  lord, 

The  ocean  hath  no  blast; 

His  great  bright  eye  most  silently 
Up  to  the  Moon  is  cast.’ 

First  Voice. 

“  ‘  But  why  drives  on  that  ship  so  fast. 
Without  or  wave  or  wind  ?  ’ 

Second  Voice. 

“  ‘  The  air  is  cut  away  before, 

And  closes  from  behind.’ 

First  and  Second  Voice. 

“  Fly,  brother,  fly!  more  high,  more  high! 
Or  we  shall  be  belated  : 

For  slow  and  slow  that  ship  will  go, 
When  the  Mariner's  trance  is  abated.” 


RECIT. 


“  And  now  this  spell  was  snapt :  once  more 
I  viewed  the  ocean  green, 

And  looked  far  forth,  yet  little  saw 
Of  what  had  else  been* seen. 

“  But  soon  there  breathed  a  wind  on  me, 
Nor  sound  nor  motion  made: 

Its  path  was  not  upon  the  sea, 

In  ripple  or  in  shade. 


“  Each  corse  lay  flat,  lifeless  and  flat. 

And,  by  the  holy  rood! 

A  man  all  light,  a  seraph  man, 

On  every  corse  there  stood. 

SOPRANO  SOLO  AND  CHORUS 
FEMALES. 

“  This  seraph-band,  each  waved  his  ham 
It  was  a  heavenly  sight! 

They  stood  as  signals  to  the  land, 

Each  one  a  lovely  light. 

“  This  seraph-band,  each  waved  his  hand, 
No  voice  did  they  impart  — 

No  voice;  but,  oh!  the  silence  sank 
Like  music  on  my  heart. 

FINALE.— QUARTET  AND  CHORUS. 

“  What  loud  uproar  bursts  from  that  door? 
The  wedding  guests  are  there: 

But  in  the  garden-bower  the  bride 
And  bridesmaids  singing  are: 

And  hark  the  little  vesper  bell, 

Which  biddeth  me  to  prayer! 

“  <)  sweeter  than  the  marriage-feast, 

’Tis  sweeter  far  to  me. 

To  walk  together  to  the  kirk 
With  a  goodly  company! 

To  walk  together  to  the  kirk, 

And  all  together  pray, 

While  each  to  his  great  Father  bends. 

Old  men,  and  babes,  and  loving  friends, 
And  youths  and  maidens  gay! 


“  It  raised  my  hair,  it  fanned  my  cheek 
Like  a  meadow-gale  of  spring  — 

It  mingled  strangely  with  my  fears, 
Yet  it  felt  like  a  welcoming.  * 


“  He  prayeth  best,  who  loveth  best 
All  things  both  great  and  small; 
For  the  dear  God  who  loveth  us, 
He  made  and  loveth  all.” 


EAST  BOSTON, 


gm  Thursday  Ecc-mug,  March  18, 1869. 


UNDER  THE  DIRECTION  OF  MR.  J.  B.  SHARLAND. 


To  Commence  at  half-past  JEight  o’clock. 


The  Piano  used  at  this  Concert  is  from  the  manufactory  of  Chickering  &  Sons. 


ART  1. 


1. 


2. 

3. 


(A.  “  The  Skylark  '  ) 

PART  SONGS,  5  i(o  ,  _  c  • 

(B.  “Sweet  and  Low.”  > 

SONG,  “Salve  Maria," . 

PART  SONG,  “  0  hush  thee,  my  Babie,” 


.  Barnby, 

Mercadante. 
.  Sullivan. 


ART  2. 

THE  ANCIENT  I A  HI  NEK, 


A  CANTATA. 


|  jr  Jfofjn  Jranci!  |  aritett. 


Introduction  —  Instrumental. 

CHORUS. 

It  is  an  ancient  Mariner. 

And  he  stoppeth  one  of  three. 

RECIT. 

“  By  thy  long  grey  beard  and  glittering  eye 
Now  wherefore  stopp’st  thou  me  ? 

“  The  Bridegroom’s  doors  are  opened  wide, 
And  I  am  next  of  kin ; 

The  guests  are  met,  the  feast  is  set : 
Mayst  hear  the  merry  din.” 

RECIT.  — CHORUS. 

He  holds  him  with  his  skinny  hand, 

“  There  was  a  ship,”  quoth  he. 

RECIT. 

“  Hold  off  I  unhand  me,  grey-beard  loon  !  ” 

RECIT.  — CHORUS. 

Eftsoons  his  hand  dropt  he. 

He  holds  him  Avith  his  glittering  eye  — 

The  Wedding-Guest  stood  still, 

And  listens  like  a  three  years’  child : 

The  Mariner  hath  his  will. 

CHORUS. 

The  ship  was  cheerqd,  the  harbor  cleared, 

Merrily  did  Ave  drop 

Below  the  kirk,  beloAV  the  hill, 

Below  the  light-house  top. 

The  sun  came  up  upon  the  left, 

Out  of  the  sea  came  he ! 

And  he  shone  bright,  and  on  the  right 
Went  down  into  the  sea. 


RECIT. 

The  Wedding-Guest  here  beat  his  breast, 
For  he  heard  the  loud  bassoon. 

CHORUS. 

The  bride  hath  paced  into  the  hall, 

Bed  as  a  rose  is  she  : 

Nodding  their  heads  before  her  goes 
The  merry  minstrelsy. 

RECIT. 

The  Wedding-Guest  he  beat  his  breast, 
Yet  he  cannot  choose  but  hear; 

RECIT.  — CHORUS. 

And  thus  spake  on  that  ancient  man, 

The  bright-eyed  Mariner  — 

• 

CHORUS. 

“And  noAv  the  storm-blast  came,  and  he 
Was  tyrannous  and  strong : 

He  struck  with  his  o’ertaking  wings, 

And  chased  us  south  along. 

“With  sloping  masts  and  dipping  prow, 

As  who  pursued  with  yell  and  blow 
Still  treads  the  shadoAV  of  his  foe, 

And  fonvard  bends  hi§  head, 

The  ship  drove  fast.,  loud  roared  the  blast, 
And  southward  aye  we  lied. 

“And  iioav  there  came  both  mist  and  siioav, 
And  it  grew  Avondrous  cold  : 

And  ice,  mast  high,  came  floating  by, 

As  green  as  emerald. 

“At  length  did  cross  an  Albatross, 
Through  the  fog  it  came; 

As  if  it  had  been  a  Christian  soul, 

We  hailed  it  in  God’s  name. 


RECIT. 

“  And  a  good  south  wind  sprung  up  behind; 
The  Albatross  did  follow, 

And  every  day  for  iood  or  play, 

Came  to  the  mariner’s  hollo  1 

ARIA. 

“  The  lair  breeze  blew,  the  white  foam  flew, 
The  furrow  followed  free ; 

We  were  the  first  that  ever  burst 
Into  that  silent  sea. 

“  The  sun  now  rose  upon  the  right; 

Out  of  the  sea  came  he, 

Still  hid  in  mist,  and  on  the  left 
Went  down  into  the  sea. 

RECIT. 

“  God  save  thee  ancient  Mariner, 

From  the  fiends  that  plague  thee  thus  ! 

Why  look’st  thou  so  ? 

RECIT. 

— “  With  my  cross  bow 
I  shot  the  Albatross.” 

ARIA. 

“  Down  dropt  the  breeze,  the  sails  droptdown, 
’Twas  sad  as  sad  could  be; 

And  we  did  speak  only  to  break, 

The  silence  of  the  sea! 

“  Day  after  day,  day  after  day, 

We  stuck,  nor  breath  nor  motion ; 

A  s  idle  as  a  painted  ship 
Upon  a  painted  ocean. 

“  Water,  water,  everywhere, 

And  all  the  boards  did  shrink ; 

Water,  water,  everywhere, 

Nor  any  drop  to  drink. 

CHORUS. 

“  Abput,  about,  in  reel  and  route, 

The  death-fires  danced  at  night; 

The  water,  like  a  witch’s  oils, 

Burnt  green,  and  blue,  and  white. 

“  And  some  in  dreams  assured  were 
Of  the  spirit  that  plagued  us  so; 

Nine  fathom  deep  he  had  followed  us, 

From  the  land  of  mist  and  snow. 

RECIT. 

“  The  steersman’s  face  by  his  lamp  gleamed 
white, 

From  the  sails  the  dew  did  drip — 

Till  clomb  above  the  eastern  bar 
The  horned  moon,  with  one  bright  star 
Within  the  nether  tip. 

*  *•  > 

“  One  after  one,  by  the  star-dogged  moon, 

Too  quick  for  groans  or  sigh, 

Each  turned  his  face  with  a  ghastly  pang, 
And  cursed  me  with  his  eye. 

'QUARTET. 

“  The  souls  did  from  their  bodies  fly— 

They  fled  to  bliss  or  woe ! 

And  every  soul,  it  passed  me  by, 

Like  the  whizz  of  my  cross-bow. 

RECIT. 

“  Alone,  alone,  all,  all  alone, 

Alone  on  a  wide,  wide  sea ! 

And  never  a  saint  took  pity  on 
My  soul  in  agony. 

“  I  looked  to  heaven  and  tried  to  pray; 

But  or  ever  a  prayer  had  gusht, 

A  wicked  whisper  came,  and  made 
My  heart  as  dry  as  dust. 


“  Beyond  the  shadow  of  the  ship, 

I  watched  the  water  snakes  ; 

They  moved  in  tracks  of  shining  white, 

And  when  they  reared,  the  elfish  light 
Fell  off  in  hoary  flakes. 

ARIA. 

O  happy  living  things  1  no  tongue 
Their  beauty  might  declare ; 

A  spring  of  love  gushed  from  my  heart, 

And  I  blest  them  unaware; 

Snre  my  kind  saint  took  pity  on  me, 

And  I  blessed  them  unaware. 

ARIA. 

“  Oh,  sleep  I  it  is  a  gentle  thing, 

Beloved  from  pole  to  pole  1 
To  Mary  Queen  the  praise  be  given ; 

She  sent  the  gentle  sleep  from  heaven, 

That  slid  into  my  soul. 

RECIT. 

“  And  soon  I  heard  a  roaring  wind, 

It  did  not  come  a-uear; 

But  with  its  sound  it  shook  the  sails 
That  were  so  thin  and  sere. 

CHORUS. 

“  The  upper  air  burst  into  life  1 
And  a  hundred  fire-flags  sheen, 

To  and  fro  they  were  hurried  about ! 

And  to  and  fro,  and  in  and  out, 

The  wan  stars  danced  between. 

“  And  the  coming  wind  did  roar  more  loud, 

And  the  sails  did  sigh  like  sedge ; 

And  the  rain  poured  down  from  one  black 
cloud ; 

The  moon  was  at  its  edge. 

•  “  The  thick  black  cloud  was  cleft,  and  still 
The  moon  was  at  its  side; 

Like  waters  shot  from  some  high  crag, 

The  lightning  fell  with  never  a  jag, 

A  river  steep  and  wide. 

RECIT.— CHORUS. 

“  The  loud  wind  never  reached  the  ship, 

Yet  now  the  ship  moved  on  ! 

Beneath  the  lightning  and  the  moon 
flie  dead  men  gave  a  groan. 

“  They  groaned,  they  stirred,  they  all  uprose, 
Nor  spake,  nor  moved  their  eyes; 

It  had  been  strange,  even  in  a  dream, 

To  have  seen  those  dead  men  rise. 

The  helmsman  steered,  the  ship  moved  on ; 
Yet  never  a  breeze  up  blew ; 

The  mariners  all  ’gan  work  the  ropes, 

Where  they  were  wont  to  do ; 

They  raised  their  limbs  like  lifeless  tools  — 
We  were  a  ghastly  crew.” 

RECIT. 

“  I  fear  thee,  ancient  Mariner ! 

I  fear  thy  skinny  hand ! 

And  thou  art  long,  and  lank,  and  brown, 

As  is  the  ribbed  sea-sand. 

I  fear  thee,  ancient  Mariner !  ” 

RECIT. 

“  Be  calm,  thou  Wedding-Guest! 

’Twas  not  those  souls  that  fled  in  pain, 

Which  to  their  corses  came  again, 

But  a  troop  of  spirits  blest : 

“For  when  it  dawned  —  they  dropped  their 
arms, 

And  clustered  round  the  mast; 

Sweet  sounds  rose  slowly  through  their 
mouths, 

And  from  their  bodies  passed. 


QUARTET. 

“  Around,  around,  flew  each  sweet  sound, 
Then  darted  to  the  sun ; 

Slowly  the  sounds  came  back  again, 

Now  mixed,  now  one  by  one. 

“  Sometimes  a-dropping  from  the  sky 
I  heard  the  sky-lark  sing; 

Sometimes  all  little  birds  that  are, 

How  they  seemed  to  fill  the  sea  and  air 
With  their  sweet  jargoning  I 

“  And  now  ’twas  like  all  instruments, 

Now  like  a  lonely  flute : 

And  now  it  is  an  angel’s  song, 

That  makes  the  heavens  be  mute. 

RECIT. 

“  ’Till  noon  we  quietly  sailed  on, 

Yet  never  a  breeze  did  breathe; 

Slowly  and  smoothly  went  the  ship, 
Moved  onward  from  beneath. 

“  Under  the  keel  nine  fathom  deep, 

From  the  land  of  mist  and  snow, 

The  spirit  slid ;  and  it  was  he 
That  made  the  ship  to  go. 

The  sails  at  noon  left  off  their  tune, 

And  the  ship  stood  still  also. 

“  Then  like  a  pawing  horse  let  go>, 

She  made  a  sudden  bound ; 

It  flung  the  blood  into  my  head, 

And  1  fell  down  in  a  s wound. 

“  How  long  in  that  same  fit  I  lay, 

I  have  not  to  declare ; 

But  ere  my  living  life  returned, 

I  heard,  and  In  my  soul  discerned 
Two  voices  in  the  air. 

DUET. 

First  Voice. 

“  *  But  tell  me,  tell  me  1  speak  again, 

Thy  soft  response  renewing — 

What  makes  that  ship  drive  on  so  fast  ? 
What  is  the  ocean  doing  ?  ’ 

Second  Voice. 

“  ‘  Still  as  a  slave  before  his  lord, 

The  ocean  hath  no  blast ; 

His  great  bright  eye  most  silently 
Up  to  the  moon  iscast.’ 

First  Voice. 

“  ‘  But  why  drives  on  that  ship  so  fast, 
Without  a  wave  or  wind  ?  ’ 

Second  Voice. 

‘ 1  The  air  is  cut  away  before, 

And  closes  from  behind.  ’ 

First  and  Second  Voice. 

“  Fly,  brother,  fly  1  more  high,  more  high  f 
Or  we  shall  be  belated  : 

For  slow  and  slow  that  ship  will  go, 
When  the  Mariner’s  trance  is  abated.” 

RECIT. 

“  And  now  this  spell  was  snapt:  once  more 
I  viewed  the  ocean  green, 

And  looked  far  forth,  yet  little  saw 
Of  what  had  else  been' seen. 

“  But  soon  there  breathed  a  wind  on  me. 
Nor  sound  nor  motion  made; 

Its  path  was  not  upon  the  sea, 

In  ripple  or  in  shade. 

“  It  raised  my  hair,  it  fanned  my  cheek 
Like  a  meadow-gale  of  spring — 

It  mingled  strangely  with  my  fears, 

Yet  it  felt  like  a  welcoming. 


ARIA. 

“  Swiftly,  swiftly  flew  the  ship, 

Yet  she  sailed  softly  too; 

Sweetly,  sweetly  blew  the  breeze — 

On  me  alone  it  blew. 

“  Oh  I  dream  of  joy  !  is  this  indeed 
The  light-house  top  I  see  ? 

Is  this  the  hill  ?  is  this  the  kirk  ? 

Is  this  mine  own  countree? 

“  We  drifted  over  the  harbor  bar, 

And  I  with  sobs  did  pray 
O  let  me  be  awake,  my  God  1 
Or  let  me  sleep  alway. 

ARIA. 

“  The  harbor-bay  was  clear  as  glass, 

So  smoothly  it  was  strewn  1 
And  on  the* bay  the  moonlight  lay, 

And  the  shadow  of  the  moon 

“  The  rock  shone  bright,  the  kirk  no  less. 
That  stands  above  the  rock  : 

The  moonlight  steeped  in  silentness 
The  steady  weather-cock. 

'  RECIT. 

“  And  the  bay  was  white  with  silent  light. 
Till  rising  from  the  same, 

Full  many  shapes,  that  shadows  were, 

In  crimson  colors  came. 

“  A  little  distance  from  the  prow 
Those  crimson  shadows  were; 

I  turned  my  eyes  upon  the  deck — 

O,  Christ,  what  saw  I  there  I 

“  Each  corse  lay  flat,  lifeless  and  flat, 

And,  by  the  holy  rood, 

A  man  all  light,  a  seraph  man, 

On  every  corse  there  stood. 

SOPRANO  SOLO  AND  CHORUS  OF 
FEMALES. 

“  This  seraph  band,  each  waved  his  hand, 

It  was  a  heavenly  sight  — 

They  stood  as  signals  to  the  land, 

Each  one  a  lovely  light. 

“  This  seraph  band,  each  waved  his  hand. 
No  voice  did  they  impart  — 

No  voice;  but  oh  !  the  silence  sank 
Like  music  on  my  heart. 

FINALE  — QUARTET  AND  CHORUS. 

“  V  bat  loud  uproar  bursts  from  that  door  t 
'Phe  wedding  guests  are  there ; 

But  in  the  garden-bower  the  bride 
Anri  bridesmaids  singing  are : 

And  hark  the  little  vesper  bell, 

Which  biddeth  me  to  prayer. 

“  O  sweeter  than  the  marriage  feast, 

’Tis  sweeter  far  to  me, 

To  walk  together  to  the  kirk 
With  a  goodly  company  I 

“  To  walk  together  to  the  kirk, 

And  all  together  pray, 

While  each  to  his  great  father  bends, 

Old  men,  and  babes,  and  loving  friends. 
And  youths  and  maidens  gay  1 
“He  prayeth  best  who  loveth  best, 

All  things  both  great  and  small ; 

For  the  dear  God  who  loveth  us, 

He  made  and  loveth  all.” 


w, 
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I.  PART-SONGS . A.  S.  Sullivan. 

a.  u  The  Victor’s  Return.” 

b.  Echoes. 

II.  “THE  HOLY  NIGHT” .  Gade. 

A  Cantata  for  Alto  Solo,  and  Chorus. 

YVvrt  Yh^y-M 

III.  PART-SONG . Geo.  E.  Whiting. 

“  Nature’s  Praise.” 

IV.  MESSE  SOLENNELLE . Gounod. 

For  Three  Solo  Voices  and  Chorus. 

i.  Kyrie.  2.  Gloria.  3.  Credo. 

4.  Sanctus.  5.  Benedictus. 

6.  Agnus  Dei  and  Dona  Nobis. 

y\\d  ct  a^Wtaw- 


<S 


The  Pleasure  of  your  Company  is  requested 

—  AT  — 


Concert  to  eotnmenee  at  8  o’clock  precisely. 

✓ 


PLEASE  SHOW  THIS  AT  THE  DOOR. 


Cars  start  from  Tremont  Street  Station  at  7. IS. 


The  Grand  Piano  is  from  the  Manufactory  of  J.  W.  BRACKETT. 


PAR  T  I. 

i.  Psalm  XLIII.,  —  “Judge  me,  O  God’’ 


Mendelssohn. 


Judge  me,  0  God,  and  plead  my  cause  against  an  ungodly  nation:  O  deliver  me 
from  deceitful  and  unjust  men. 

For  thou  art  the  God  of  my  strength  :  O  why  dost  thou  cast  me  from  thee?  where¬ 
fore  mourn  I  because  the  enemy  sorely  oppresseth  me? 

Send  out  thy  light  and  truth,  Lord :  Q  let  them  lead  me,  and  bring  me  unto  thy 
holy  hill  and  to  thy  dwelling-place 

And  then  will  I  go  to  the  altar  of  God,  the  God  of  my  joy,  to  God  the  God  of  my 
gladness  and  joy  :  I  will  praise  thee  upon  the  harp,  O  my  God. 

O  my  soul,  why  art  thou  cast  downward,  and  why  art  thou  disquieted  within  me? 

Hope  in  the  Lord,  O  my  soul,  for  I  will  praise  him  who  is  the  health  of  my  counte¬ 
nance,  and  my  gracious  Lord  and  God. 


2. 


Sancta  Maria . .  Fan 


re. 


“  Gipsey  Life 


Schumann . 


Where  yonder  dark  forest  the  sunlight  shuts  out, 

There’s  rustling,  there’s  whisp’ring,  there’s  bustling  about; 
The  tire  is  a-blaze  and  its  strange  light  is  thrown 
On  figures  fantastic,  on  leaf  and  on  stone: 

A  troop  of  the  vagabond  Gypsies  is  there, 

With  eyes  brightly  flashing  and  black  wavy  hair; 

From  Nile’s  holy  waters  their  first  life  they  drew, 

By  Spain  were  they  ting'd  with  that  brown  sonny  hue. 
About  the  bright  fire  on  their  cushion  of  green, 

The  men,  wild  and  fearless,  reclining  are  seen, 

The  women  cow’r  round  to  prepare  the  rude  meal, 

Well  pleased  the  old  goblet  with  liquor  to  fill. 

Now  right  merry  songs  and  good  stories  go  round, 

The  gardens  of  Spain  seem  to  rise  at  the  sound  ; 

While  some  gravely  listen,  the  old  woman  tells 
Of  charms  against  danger  and  magical  spells; 

Now  black-eyed  young  damsels  are  dancing  away 
While  torches  are  flinging  their  bright  ruddy  rav. 

As  clangs  the  loud  symbal  and  sounds  the  guitar, 

Howt  wild  with  joy,  all  the  revellers  are. 

Worn  out  with  the  dance  now  in  slumber  they  lie, 

While  branches  are  rustling  a  soft  lullaby, 

And  those  who  are  driven  from  their  dear  native  shore 
Behold  the  sweet  South  in  their- visions  once  more. 

But  now  in  the  East  has  awoke  morning’s  light 
And  scattered  are  all  the  fair  visions  of  night : 

The  mule  is  in  motion  before  heat  of  day, 

And  gone  are  the  Gypsies, —  but  where,  who  can  say? 


PART  IT. 


Mass  in  C  Minor, 


By  Geo.  E.  Whiting. 


i.  Kyrie,  —  Four  Solo  Voices  and  Chorus. 


2.  Gloria,  —  for  Chorus. 


3.  Qui  Tollis,  —  Soprano  Solo. 

4.  Quoniam,  —  Quartet  in  Canon  with  Chorus. 


Veni  Creator,  —  Alto  Solo. 


6.  Credo,  for  Four  Solo  Voices  and  Chorus. 


7.  Et  Incarnatus,  —  Tenor  Solo. 


8.  Et  Resurrexit,  —  for  Chorus. 


9.  Sanctus  and  Bened ictus,  —  for  Chorus. 


10.  Agnus  Dei, —  Bass  Solo  and  Chorus. 
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AT  THE 


jji  :'\mmi  |ongiTptiottal  ^jlntrrlt, 


(  REV.  MR  BOWEN’S, ) 


DUDLEY  STREET,  BOSTON  HIGHLANDS, 


On  Wednesday  Evening,  January  19,  1870. 


UNDER  THE  DIRECTION  OF  MR.  GEO.  E.  WHITING. 


To  Commence  at  Eight  o’clock. 


The  Piano  to  be  used  was  Manufactured  by  Mr.  J.  W.  BRACKETT, 
f'  ov  Boston.  V 
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PART  I. 

i.  Psalm  XLIIL,  —  “Judge  me,  O  God”  .  .  Mendelssohn. 


Judge  me,  0  God,  aud  plead  my  cause  against  an  ungodly  nation:  O  deliver  me 
from  deceitful  and  unjust  men. 

For  thou  art  the  God  of  my  strength :  O  why  dost  thou  cast  me  from  thee?  where¬ 
fore  mourn  I  because  the  enemy  sorely  oppresseth  me? 

Send  out  thy  light  and  truth.  Lord :  O  let  them  lead  me,  and  bring  me  unto  thy 
holy  hill  and  to  thy  dwelling-place 

And  then  will  I  go  to  the  altar  of  God,  the  God  of  my  joy,  fo  God  the  God  of  my 
gladness  and  joy :  I  will  praise  thee  upon  the  harp,  O  my  God. 

O  my  soul,  why  art  thou  cast  downward,  and  why  art  thou  disquieted  within  me? 

Hope  in  the  Lord,  O  my  soul,  for  I  will  praise  him  who  is  the  health  of  my  counte¬ 
nance,  and  my  gracious  Lord  and  God. 


2.  Sanct  a^Maria 


Faure 


3.  “  Gypsey  Life” 


Schumann . 


Where  yonder  dark  forest  the  sunlight  shuts  out, 

There’s  rustling,  there’s  whisp’ring,  there’s  bustling  about; 
The  lire  is  a-blaze  and  its  strange  light  is  thrown 
On  figures  fantastic,  on  leaf  and  on  stone: 

A  troop  of  the  vagabond  Gypsies  is  there, 

With  eyes  brightly  flashing  and  black  wavy  hair; 

From  Nile’s  holy  waters  their  first  life  they  drew, 

By  Spain  were  they  ting'd  with  that  brown  sunny  hue. 
About  the  bright  fire  on  their  cushion  of  green, 

The  men,  wild  aud  fearless,  reclining  are  seen, 

The  women  cow’r  round  to  prepare  the  rude  meal, 

Well  pleased  the  old  goblet  with  liquor  to  fill. 

Now  right  merry  songs  and  good  stories  go  round, 

The  gardens  of  Spain  seem  to  rise  at  the  sound ; 

While  some  gravely  listen,  the  old  woman  tells 
Of  charms  against  danger  and  magical  spells ; 

Now  black-eyed  young  damsels  are  dancing  away 
While  torches  are  flinging  their  bright  ruddy  ray. 

As  clangs  the  loud  symbal  and  sounds  the  guitar, 

How  wild  with  joy  all  the  revellers  are. 

Worn  out  with  the  dance  now  in  slumber  they  lie, 

While  branches  are  rustling  a  soft  lullaby, 

And  those  who  are  driven  from  their  dear  native  shore 
Behold  the  sweet  South  in  their  visions  once  more. 

But  now  in  the  East  has  awoke  morning’s  light 
And  scattered  are  all  the  fair  visions  of  night ; 

The  mule  is  in  motion  before  heat  of  day, 

And  gone  are  the  Gypsies,  —  but  where,  who  can  say? 


PART  II. 


Mass  in  C  Minor, 

By  Geo.  E.  Whiting. 

1.  Kyrie,  —  Four  Solo  Voices  and  Chorus. 

2.  Gloria,  —  for  Chorus. 

3.  Qui  Tollis,  —  Soprano  Solo. 

■  I  ' 

4.  Quoniam,  —  Quartet  in  Canon  with  Chorus. 

5.  Veni  Creator,  —  Alto  Solo. 

6.  Credo,  for  Four  Solo  Voices  and  Chorus. 

7.  Et  Incarnatus,  —  Tenor  Solo. 

8.  Et  Resurrexit,  —  for  Chorus. 

9.  Sanctus  and  Benedictus,  —  for  Chorus, 
io.  Agnus  Dei, —  Bass  Solo  and  Chorus. 
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PART  I. 


1.  Choral  Motett,  in  8  parts,  — “  Man  is  Mortal ” . Mendelssohn . 


2.  Part  Song,  —  “  Waiting  for  the  Spring  ” . Robert  Schumann. 


As  breezes  stir  the  morning, 

A  silence  reigns  in  air; 

Steel  blue  the  heavens  above  me, 
Moveless  the  trees  and  bare ; 
Yet  unto  me  the  stillness 
This  burden  seems  to  bring  — 
“  Patience!  the  earth  is  waiting, 
Waiting  lor  the  Spring.” 


O heart!  thy  days  are  darksome; 

O  heart!  thy  nights  are  drear: 
lint  soon  shall  streams  of  sunshine 
Proclaim  the  turning  year. 

Soon  shall  the  trees  be  leafy, 

Soon  every  bird  shall  sing; 

Like  them  be  silent,  waiting, 
Waiting  for  the  Spring. 


3.  Prologue  to  Longfellow’s  “  Golden  Legend,”  for  Bass  Solo  and 
Double  Chorus . G.  E.  Whiting. 


Scene./ — The  Spire  of  Strasbourg  Cathedral  at  night;  Lucifer  and  the 
Spirits  of  the  Air,  trying  to  tear  down  the  Cross. 


LUCIFER. 

Hasten!  hasten! 

O  ye  spirits ! 

From  its  station  drag  the  ponderous 
Cross  of  iron,  that  to  mock  us 
Is  uplifted  high  in  air! 

Voices  —  Male  Chorus. 

O,  we  cannot! 

For  around  it 

All  the  saints  and  guardian  angels 
Throng  in  legions  to  protect  it! 

They  defeat  us  everywhere! 

The  Bells  —  Sop.  &  Alto  Clio. 

Ring  we  out  our  silver  music, 
Chiming  with  angelic  tone  ; 

Powers  of  hell  can  ne’er  aff  right  us, 
We  belong  to  God  alone! 

Lucifer. 

Lower!  lower! 

Hover  downward ! 

Seize  the  loud,  vociferous  bells,  and 
Clashing,  clanging,  to  the  pavement 
Hurl  them  from  their  windy  tower ! 

Voices. 

All  thy  thunders  here  are  harmless, 
For  these  bells  have  been  anointed 
And  baptized  with  holy  water! 

They  defy  our  utmost  power. 

The  Bklls  — Ring  we  out,  &c. 
Lucifer. 

Shake  the  casements! 

Break  the  painted  [son  ; 

Panes,  that  flame  with  gold  andcrim- 
Scatterthem  like  leaves  of  autumn, 
Swept  away  before  the  blast ! 


Voices. 

(),  we  cannot ! 

The  Archangel 

Michael  flames  from  every  window 
With  the  sword  of  fire  that  drove  us 
Headlong  out  of  heaven,  aghast! 

The  Bells — Ring  we  out,  &c. 

Lucifer. 

Aim  your  lightnings  at  the  oaken, 
Massive  iron-studded  portals! 

Sack  the  house  of  God,  and  scatter 
Wide  the  ashes  of  the  dead ! 

Voices. 

O,  we  cannot! 

The  Apostles 

And  the  martyrs,  wrapped  in  mantles. 
Stand  as  wardens  at  the  entrance, 
Stand  as  sentinels  o’erliead ! 

Lucifer. 

Baffled!  baffled! 

Inefficient, 

Craven  spirits!  leave  this  labor 
Unto  Time,  the  great  Destroyer! 
Come  away,  ere  night  is  gone! 

Voices. 

Onward!  onward! 

With  the  night  wind, 

Over  field  and  farm  and  forest, 
Lonely  homestead,  darksome  hamlet. 
Blighting  all  we  breathe  upon ! 

Choral. 

No  harm  comes  near  this  holy  place. 
While  we  our  vigil  keeping; 

Sleep  steals  on  all  around  — 

Above, the  angel  hosts  are  chanting! 


PART  II. 


2. 


3. 

4. 


5. 


6. 

7. 

8. 
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10. 

11. 

12. 


13. 


14. 

15. 
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LECTIONS 


FROM 
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P  B  E  R  O  N 


Fairy  Opera,  by  Carl  Maria  Vox  Weber. 


1.  Overture. 

Chorus  of  Fairies, —  “  Light  as  fairy  foot  can  fall.” 

Air.  ( Oberon ,)  “Fatal  Vow.” 

Chorus. —  “  Honor  and  joy  to  the  true  and  the  brave.” 

Recit.  (//won)  —  “  Deign,  fair  spirit,  my  steps  to  guide.” 

Recit.  ( Oberon )  —  “The  sun  is  kissing  the  purple  tide.” 

Chorus,  with  Solo,  ( Huon )  —  “  Speed,  Huon,  speed  !  ” 

Recit  and  Air,  ( Reiza )  —  “  Haste,  gallant  knight !  ” 

“  “  Duo,  {Reiza  and  Fatima)  —  “  Ah,  happy  maid !  ” 

Chorus  (with  Solo  —  Reiza )  of  Slaves, —  “Now  the  evening  watch 
i  is  set.” 

Chorus  of  Slaves. —  “  Glory  to  the  Caliph.” 

Solo,  ( Fatima )  —  “A  lonely  Arab  maid.” 

Quartett  and  Chorus. —  “  Over  the  dark  blue  waters.” 

Solo,  (Puck)  —  “  Spirits  of  air  and  earth  and  sea,  come  hither, 

my  spirits  so  brave  !  ” 

Chorus, —  “  We  are  here  !  ” 

Mermaiden’s  Song, —  “  0,  ’tis  pleasant  to  float  on  the  sea,”  &c. 

Recit.  (Puck), —  “Master!  Say?  Our  toil  is  o’er  ;  may  we  dance 

upon  this  shore  ?  ” 

■{  Duo.  ( Puck  and  Oberon),  —  “  Hither  !  ye  elfin  throng  !  ” 

Chorus,/ —  “  Who  would  sleep  in  the  lily’s  bell,  when  the  moon 

shines  o’er  each  wood  and  dell.” 

^  Recit.  (Fatima), —  “Viewless  spirit,  of  power  and  light.” 

I  Trio. —  “  Spirit  adored  !  ” 

Rondo,  ( Huon), —  “  I  revel  in  hope  and  joy  again.” 

Chorus  (Female  voices,)  —  “For  thee  hath  beauty,”  &c.,  with 

Recit’s  (Huon). 

Finale  —  Chorus, —  “  Hail  to  the  knight !  ” 


The  Grand  Piano  is  by  Brackett. 
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MT.  PLEASANT 

CongregatioEffll  CJmrelta 


{Rev.  Mr.  CARPENTER’S) 


Swmmmr,  Mmmw  Mmm&sijtfm, 


ON  WEDNESDAY  EVENING,  MAY  3d,  1871. 


UNDER  THE  DIRECTION  OF  MR.  GEO.  E.  WHITING. 


To  Commence  at  S  o9clocha 


The  Piano  used  is  from  the  manufactory  of  J.  W.  BRACKETT. 
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PART  I. 

1.  Psalm  XLIII. — “Judge  me,  O  God,”  for  Double  Chorus.  Mendelssohn. 

2.  Part  Songs, —  (a)  “  Come  away  Death  ” .  .  .  G.  A.  Macfarren. 

(bf  “  The  Skylark  ” . J.  Barnbg. 


(a)  Come  away,  come  away,  death. 

And  in  sad  cypress  let  me  be  laid ; 

Fly  away,  fly  away,  breath; 

I  am  slain  by  a  fair  cruel  maid. 

My  shroud  of  white,  stuck  all  with  yew, 

O,  prepare  it ; 

My  part  of  death,  no  one  so  true 
Did  share  it. 

Not  a  flower,  not  a  flower,  sweet 
On  my  black  coffin  let  there  be  strown. 

Not  a  friend,  not  a  friend  greet 
My  poor  corpse,  where  my  bones  shall  be 
thrown. 

A  thousand,  thousand  sighs  to  save, 

Lay  me,  O,  where 

Sad,  true  lover,  ne’er  And  my  gravej 
To  weep  there. 

Siiakspbare. — “  Twelfth  Night.'1'1 


( b )  Bird  of  the  wilderness. 

Blithesome  and  cumberless, 

Sweet  be  thy  matin  o’er  woodland  and  lea; 

Emblem  of  happiness 

Blest  is  thy  dwelling-place  — 

Oh,  to  abide  in  the  desert  with  thee. 

Wild  is  thy  lay  and  loud, 

Far  iu  the  downy  cloud 
Love  gives  it  energy, 

Love  gave  it  birth. 

O’er  fell  and  fountain  sheen, 

O’er  moor  and  mountain  green, 

O’er  the  red  streamer  that  heralds  the  day, 
Over  the  cloudlit  dim. 

Over  the  rainbow’s  rim. 

Musical  Cherub  soar,  singing  away. 

Then,  when  the  gloaming  comes, 

Low  in  the  heather  blooms, 

Sweet  will  thy  welcome 

And  bed  of  love  be. — Tames  llogg. 


3.  Song  . . 

4.  Duett  and  Chorus,  “ The  Sirens” . G.  E.  Whiting. 


Look  down — far  downward!  Are  not  those  the 
Sirens? 

Do  not  their  white  arms  gleam,  [ocean, 

Where  wavering  sunbeams  light  the  depths  of 
Like  some  sweet  doubtful  dream  ? 

Listen,  oh  listen !  Is  not  that  their  singing. 
That  low,  sweet,  murmuring  sound. 

Steeping  both  soul  and  sense  in  slumb’rous 
music, 

That  ever-eddying  round  ? 

Now  sinks  and  pauses,  dying,  and  then  rises, 
Most  like  an  organ’s  swell ; 

And  if  the  words  be  theirs,  that  fill  my  fancy, 
Or  mine,  I  cannot  tell. 

“Come  down,  come  down,  oh  weary,  weary 
mortal, 

With  heart  so  ill  at  ease! 

Come  down  and  taste  the  cool  calm  rest  that 
waits  you, 

Below  the  changeful  seas! 


Above,  the  iiery  summer  sunbeams  scorch  you 
And  the  hard  winter  chills. 

Below",  is  neither  burning  heat  of  summer, 
Nor  yet  the  cold  which  kills. 

Above,  your  eyes  are  blinded  by  the  sunshine 
Or  look  in  vain  for  light. 

Below,  a  soft  green  twilight  reigns  for  ever, 

Of  equal  day  and  night. 

The  earth  is  full  of  care,  of  wild  endeavor, 

That  seldom  brings  success, 

Of  griefs  that  sap  the  strength,  and  dim  the 
eye-sight,  , 

And  joys  that  do  not  bless. 

There  all  things  change  —  your  very  griefs  pass 
by  you, 

And  fast  your  joys  decay, 

And  the  strong  passions  of  your  hate  and  anger 
Die  fruitlessly  awray. 


Life  flieth  fast,  and  falleth  quickly  from  you, 
Your  once  warm  loves  grow  cold; 

Your  youth  is  full  of  toil ;  your  age  is  weary ; 
And  so  your  tale  is  told. 

But,  down  with  us,  no  weariness  nor  labor, 
Shall  stir  y.our  dreamful  ease; 

And  the  tierce  fire  of  passion,  and  of  longing, 
Grows  cool  beneath  the  seas. 


Come  down !  You  love  to  feel  the  tiny  wavelets 
Steal  round  about  your  feet, 

If  ’tis  a  joy  to  feel  their  sportive  kisses. 

Will  not  their  clasp  be  sweet? 

Come  down !  come  down !  The  lulling  voice  of 
ocean 

Shall  drown  earth’s  harsher  noise; 

And  you  shall  taste  how  rest  that  is  unbroken 
Outweighs  her  chiefest  joys.” 


1. 

2. 

3. 

4. 

5. 

6. 

7. 

8. 

9. 

10. 
11. 
12. 


PART  II. 

MESSE  SOLENNELLE 

IN  A, 

BY  ROSSINI. 


Kyrie . J . For  Chorus. 

Gloria . .  Chorus  with  Solos. 

Gratias  . Trio  for  Tenor,  Alto  ancl  Bass. 

Domine  Deus . Tenor  Solo. 

Qui  Tollis . Duo  for  two  Sopranos. 

Quoniam . Bass  Solo. 

Cum  Sancto  Spirito . For  Chorus. 

O,  Salutaris . Contralto  Solo. 

Credo . For  four  Solo  Voices  and  Chorus. 

Crucifixus . Soprano  Solo. 

Et  Resurrexit . .  .  .  Chorus  with  Solos. 

Sanctus .  Chorus  (without  accompaniment.) 


13.  Agnus  Dei 


Contralto  Solo  and  Chorus. 


St . 


SEASON  1871-2. 


At  a  recent  meeting  of  the  original  members  of  the  Club, 
held  for  the  purpose  of  deciding  as  to  the  best  means  of  making 
the  coming  season  both  enjoyable  and  productive  of  good  results, 
it  was  unanimously  resolved  :  — 

1.  That  the  rehearsal  of  this  Club  commence  Monday  evening, 
Oct.  2d,  and  continue  thereafter  on  Monday  evenings,  commencing 
punctually  at  eight  o'clock. 

2.  That  those  to  whom  this  circular  is  sent  are  cordially  invited 
to  be  present,  and  are  earnestly  requested  to  unite  with  us  in  pro¬ 
moting  the  musical  and  social  welfare  of  the  Club  by  a  prompt 
and  regular  attendance. 

3.  It  must  have  been  apparent  to  the  singers  of  last  season, 
that  much  time  and  labor  were  wasted  by  a  fluctuating  attend¬ 
ance  ;  and  while  an  occasional  absence  may  be  unavoidable,  yet 
it  is  incompatible  with  the  best  interests  of  the  Club,  that  those 
persons  who  do  not  feel  sufficient  interest  to  attend  regularly,  when 
nothing  serious  intervenes,  should  attempt  to  sing  at  all. 

4.  The  management  of  the  Club  will  be  in  care  of  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Geo.  E.  Foster  and  Mr.  Allen  A.  Brown,  by  whom 
only  invitations  to  membership  will  be  extended. 

5.  Disclaiming  any  desire  of  entering  into  any  competition 
with  other  musical  organizations,  or  inviting  criticism  by  giving 
public  concerts,  the  aim  of  the  Club  hereafter  will  be  solely  in 
the  direction  of  its  own  musical  and  social  enjoyment. 

As  the  number  of  members  is  limited,  those  intending  to  unite 
with  us  are  requested  to  notify  Mr.  Geo.  E.  Foster  to  that  effect 
at  the  earliest  possible  moment. 


Signed, 


GEO.  E.  FOSTER, 
ALLEN  A.  BROWN, 

W.  H.  DANIELL, 

W.  H.  GERRISH, 
WARREN  DAVENPORT, 
GEO.  H.  NASON, 


Committee. 


■ 


THE  FOSTER  CLUB,  OF  BOSTON. 

i  •  .{,4.  'i  • _  *1/ 

The  Foster  Club,  of  Boston,  is  an  institution 
that  deserves  to  have  its  honorable  record  pub¬ 
lished,  in  the  interest  of  art.  It  is  a  musical  as¬ 
sociation,  purely  private  in  character,  but  ex¬ 
ceedingly  influential  in  imparting  to  its  favored 
friends  a  knowledge  of  many  great  works  whoso 


performance  seems  rarely  attainable  in  public. 

The  Foster  Club  dates  its  origin  from  about 
five  years  since.  Its  active  membership  numbers 
forty,  comprising  mixed  voices.  The  principal 
works  rendered  by  this  scholarly  band  are : 


‘agiSM . . . 

“  Legend  of  St.  Cecelia”  . Benedict 

Forty-third  Psalm . Mendelssohn 

“  Gipsy  Life” .  : . .  .Schumann 

Gounod’s  “  Messe  Solennelle.” 

Rossini’s  “  Messe  Solennelle.” 

The  music  to  “  Oberon.” 


Mass  in  C Minor, 

“  The  Syrens,”  two  so-  f 
pranos  and  chorus,  >■ 

Prologue  to  Longfel-  | 
low’s“Golden  Legend”  J 
“  Christ-nacht” . . . Hiller 


|  Written  expressly  for  the 
Club  by  George  E. 
Whiting,  now  organist 
of  the  Cathedral. 


“The  Ancient  Mariner” 
“Paradise  and  the  Peri” 


|* . .J. 


F.  Barnett 


Most  of  the  above  are  works  of  considerable 


length,  occupying  an  entire  evening  in  the  per¬ 
formance.  “Paradise  and  the  Peri”  was  per¬ 


formed  at  a  recent  concert. 


Besides  these  important  features  of  the  re¬ 
pertory,  the  society  have  done  innumerable  part- 
songs  and  small  works  by  Gade,  Schumann  and 
others. 

The  gentlemen  who  manage  the  club,  directors 
and  members,  all  work  solely  and  entirely  for 
love  of  music  and  a  desire  to  have  the  best  works 
of  eminent  composers  known  and  appreciated  in 
the  country.  In  almost  every  instance  the  per¬ 
formance  of  a  work  by  the  club  has  been  its  first 
perfoi'mance  in  this  country.  Concerts  have  been 
given  about  twice  each  season.  These  are  en¬ 
tirely  private,  no  names  being  published. 

Barnby’s  “  Rebekah”  and  Spohr’s  “  Festival 
Anthem”  are  now  in  rehearsal. 


The  value  of  such  an  institution  cannot  be 
overrated,  and  it  would  be  well  if  the  pure-toned 
example  of  these  devoted  Bostonians  were  copied 
by  other  communities  aspiring  to  the  possession 
of  a  correct  taste  in  the  music  of  the  schools. 


Concert  by  the  Foster  Club. 

The  Foster  Club  is  an  organization  of  amateur 
and  professional  singers,  of  both  sexes,  devoted  to  the 
practice  and  performance  of  part-songs  and  secular  can¬ 
tatas.  Two  concerts  were  given  by  the  Club  to  its  friends 
in  the  chapel  of  Mount  Pleasant  Church,  Roxbury,  on  Wed¬ 
nesday  and  Friday  evenings  of  last  week,  the  programme 
being  the  same  on  each  occasion.  The  principal  feature  of 
the  entertainment  was  the  performance,  the  first  in  this 
country,  ot  a  cantata  by  John  Frances  Barnett,  entitled 
Paradise  and  the  Peri ,  the  text  being  Moore’s  well- 
known  poem.  A  single  hearing  is  hardly  sufficient  to  judge 
of  the  merits  of  a  work  of  such  ambitious  pretensions,  but 
it  was  cjuite  enough  to  convince  an  attentive  hearer  that 
Mr.  Barnett  is  entitled  to  a  high  position  in  the  ranks  of 
composers.  It  often  happens,  too,  that  at  the  first  hearing 
of  a  work  by  a  new  writer  an  auditor  is  prone  to  discover 
resemblances  to  the  writings  of  older  and  more  famous 
authors.  In  the  beginning  of  the  cantata  there  are  many 
reminders  of  Mendelssohn,  but  the  impression  of  imitgtjon 
thus  created  is  gradually  dissipated.  An  analysis  woiTld 
hardly  be  a|ked  for  here.  The  numbers  which  seemed 
to  give  the  greatest  pleasure  were  the  following:  The  cho¬ 
ruses  :J  While  thus  she  mus'd ,  her  pinions fann'd ;  Her  first’ 
fond  hope  of  Eden  blighted,  with  its  ingeniously  contrived 
answering  phrases,  Anci  now— behold  him  kneeling  the?ex  in 
eight  parts;  and  a  nobly  worked  up  elijpa*  in  the  finale, 
mostly  in  pnison;  foy,  fog  forever  f  Indeed,  all  of  the 
finale  is  a  fine  piece  of  concerted  music.  And  there  is 
another  exce’lent  bit  of  concerted  music  describing  the 
death  of  the  plague-stricken  lovers.  The  bass  has  an  ex¬ 
pressive  solo  beginning  'Twas  a  fair  scene ;  and  there  is  an 
accompanied  quartet.  She  wept,  the  air  grew  pure  and  clear , 
which  is  a  good  example  of  pitrt-writing.  The  composition 
is  not  wanting  in  “  tone-pictures,”  of  which  the  following 
were  the  most  notable:  the  suggestion  of  bells  in  $he  des* 
cription  of  the  Peri’s  asceut  to  Heaven,  and  the  guttering  ©f 
|nsects  among  powers  in  the  scene  of  the  innocent  child  and 
the  wicked  man  in  tfie  vale  of  Bftlbeo;  and  doubtless  a 
performance  of  the  work  with  orchestral  aid  would  reveal 
many  more  such.  Mr.  Barnett  has  made  some  Innovations 
on  the  conventional  mode  of  writing  recitatives;  in  his 
oautata  these  are  nearly  melodic  in  form;  by  this  method 
both  singer  and  hearer  quickly  comprehend  the  ideas  of 
poet  and  musician.  The  cantata  .was  carefully  sung 
throughout,  and  its  performance  reflected  great  credit  on 
the  ladies  and  gentlemen  engaged, 


*  The  Foster  Club,  of  Boston,  to  whom  we 
have  before  referred  with  deserved  praise  for 
their  earnest  and  successful  labors  in  the  cause 
of  art,  will  begin  rehearsal  for  the  coming  sea¬ 
son  next  week.  The  music  for  the  first  concert 
will  be  for  the  most  part  new  to  this  country, 
will  embrace  a  hymn  by  Mr.  Dudley  Buck,  not 
yet  published,  various  part-songs,  and  a  hymn 
by  Mendelssohn— and  will  all  be  of  the  highest 
character. 
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(F  EV.  JE  R,  pARPENTER's.) 


DUDLEY  STREET,  BOSTON  HIGHLANDS, 


Under  the  Direction  of 


MR.  JOHN  C.  WARREN. 


January  24th  &  26th,  1872. 


PART  FIRST. 


1.  Part  Song,  “The  Dawn  of  Day,”  S.  Reay. 

2.  “  Ave  Maria,”  Soprano,  Solo,  &  Chorus,  Gregoir . 

3.  Part  Song,  .  .  “Night,”  .  .  Ch.  Gounod. 


PART  SECOND 


FS*a*9M 8 M  MMM  FMM  PM  MI, 

A  Cantata, . by  John  Francis  Barnett 

CHORUS.  CHORUS. 


One  mom  a  Peri  at  the  gate 
Of  Eden  stood,  disconsolate  ; 

And  as  she  listened  to  the  Springs 
Of  Life  within,  like  music  flowing, 

And  caught  the  light  upon  her  wings, 

Through  the  half-open  portal  glowing, 

She  wept  to  think  her  recreant  race 
Should  e’er  have  lost  that  glorious  place  ! 

RECIT.  —  Soprano. 

“  How  happy,”  exclaim’d  this  child  of  air, 

“Are  the  holy  Spirits  who  wander  there, 

’Mid  flowers  that  never  shall  fade  or  fall ; 
Though  mine  are  the  gardens  of  earth  and  sea, 
And  the  stars  themselves  have  flowers  for  me, 

One  blossom  of  Heaven  out-blooms  them  all !  ” 

ARIA. 

“  Though  sunny  the  Lake  of  cool  Cashmere 
With  its  plane-tree  Isle  reflected  clear, 

And  sweetly  the  founts  of  that  valley  fall ; 
Though  bright  are  the  waters  of  Sing-su-Hay, 
And  the  golden  floods  that  thitherward  stray, 

Yet — oh,  ’tis  only  the  blest  can  say 

How  the  waters  of  Heaven  outshine  them  all !  ” 

CHORUS. 

Go,  wing  thy  flight  from  star  to  star, 

From  world  to  luminous  world,  as  far 
As  the  universe  spreads  its  flaming  wall : 

Take  all  the  pleasures  of  all  the  spheres, 

And  multiply  each  through  endless  years, 

One  minute  of  Heaven  is  worth  them  all  ! 

RECIT.  —  Contralto. 

The  glorious  Angel,  who  was  keeping 
The  gates  of  Light,  beheld  her  weeping ; 

And,  as  he  nearer  drew,  and  listen’d 
To  her  sad  song,  a  tear-drop  glisten’d 
Within  his  eyelids,  like  the  spray 
From  Eden’s  fountain,  when  it  lies 
On  the  blue  flow’r,  which —  Bramins  say  — 

Blooms  nowhere  but  in  Paradise. 

ARIA. 

“  Nymph  of  a  fair  but  erring  line  !  ” 

Gently  he  said —  “  One  hope  is  thine. 

’Tis  written  in  the  Book  of  Fate, 

The  Peri  yet  may  be  forgiven 
Who  brings  to  this  Eternal  Gate 

The  Gift  that  is  most  dear  to  Heave7i  ! 

Go,  seek  it,  and  redeem  thy  sin  — 

’Tis  sweet  to  let  the  pardoned  in.” 

SOLO.  — JSoprano. 

But  whither  shall  the  spirit  go 

To  find  this  gift  for  Heav’n  ?  —  “  I  know 

The  wealth,”  she  cries,  “  of  every  urn, 

In  which  unnumber’d  rubies  burn, 

Beneath  the  pillars  of  Chilminar  ; 

I  known  where  the  Isles  of  Perfume  are, 

Many  a  fathom  down  in  the  sea, 

To  the  south  of  sun-bright  Araby ; 

I  know,  too,  where  the  Genii  hid 
The  jewell’d  cup  of  their  King  Jamshid, 

With  Life’s  elixir  sparkling  high  — 

But  gifts  like  these  are  not  for  the  sky. 

Where  was  there  ever  a  gem  that  shone 
Like  the  steps  of  Alla’s  wonderful  throne  ? 

And  the  Drops  of  Life  —  oh  !  what  would  they  be 
In  the  boundless  deep  of  Eternity  ?  ” 


While  thus  she  mus’d,  her  pinions  fann’d 
The  air  of  that  sweet  Indian  larrd, 

Whose  air  is  balm  ;  whose  ocean  spreads 
O’er  coral  rocks  and  amber  beds  ; 

Whose  mountains,  pregnant  by  the  beam 
Of  the  warm  sun,  with  diamonds  teem  ; 
Whose  rivulets  are  like  rich  brides, 

Lovely,  with  gold  beneath  their  tides  ; 

Whose  sandal  groves  and  bowers  of  spice 
Might  be  a  Peri’s  Paradise  ! 

RECIT.  — CHORUS.  {Male  Voices.) 

But  crimson  now  her  rivers  ran 
With  human  blood  —  the  smell  of  death 
Came  reeking  from  those  spicy  bowers, 

And  man,  the  sacrifice  of  man, 

Mingled  his  taint  with  every  breath 
Up  wafted  from  the  innocent  flowers. 

RECIT.  —  Tenor. 

Land  of  the  Sun  !  what  foot  invades 
Thy  Pagods  and  thy  pillar’d  shades  — 

Thy  cavern  shrines,  and  Idol  stones, 

Thy  Monarchs,  and  their  thousand  Thrones? 

CHORUS. 

’Tis  he  of  Gazna  —  fierce  in  wrath 
He  comes,  and  India’s  diadems 
Lie  scatter’d  in  his  ruinous  path. 

Priests  in  the  very  fane  he  slaughters, 

And  chokes  up  with  the  glittering  wrecks 
Of  golden  shrines  the  sacred  waters  ! 

RECIT.  — Tenor. 

Downward  the  Peri  turns  her  gaze, 

And,  through  the  war-field’s  bloody  haze 
Beholds  a  youthful  warrior  stand, 

Alone  beside  his  native  river,  — 

The  red  blade  broken  in  his  hand, 

And  the  last  arrow  in  his  quiver. 

RECIT.  —  Bass. 

“Live,”  said  the  Conqueror,  “  live  to  share 
The  trophies  and  the  crowns  I  bear  !  ” 

RECIT.  — Tenor. 

Silent  that  youthful  warrior  stood  — 

Silent  he  pointed  to  the  flood 

All  crimson  with  his  country’s  blood, 

Then  sent  his  last  remaining  dart, 

For  answer,  to  the  Invader’s  heart. 

RECIT.  — CHORUS.  ( Male  Voices.) 

False  flew  the  shaft,  though  pointed  well ; 

The  Tyrant  lived,  the  Hero  fell  !  — 

CHORUS.  {Female  Voices.) 

Yet  mark’d  the  Peri  where  he  lay, 

And,  when  the  rush  of  war  was  past, 

Swiftly  descending  on  a  ray 
Of  morning  light,  she  caught  the  last  — 

Last  glorious  drop  his  heart  had  shed, 

Before  its  free-born  spirit  fled  ! 

SOLO.  —  Soprano 

“  Be  this,”  she  cried,  as  she  wing’d  her  flight, 
“My  welcome  gift  at  the  Gates  of  Light. 
Though  foul  are  the  drops  that  oft  distil 
On  the  field  of  warfare,  blood  like  this, 

For  Liberty  shed,  so  holy  is. 

It  would  not  stain  the  purest  rill, 

That  sparkles  among  the  Bowers  of  Bliss  ! 


AIR.  —  Tenor. 

Oh,  if  there  be,  on  this  earthly  sphere, 

A  boon,  an  offering  Heaven  holds  dear, 

’Tis  the  last  libation  Liberty  draws 
F rom  the  heart  that  bleeds  and  breaks  in  her  cause  ! 

ARIETTA.  —  Contralto. 

“  Sweet,”  said  the  Angel,  as  she  gave 
The  gift  into  his  radiant  hand, 

“  Sweet  is  our  welcome  of  the  Brave 
Who  die  thus  for  their  native  Land.  — 

But  see  —  alas  !  —  the  crystal  bar 
Of  Eden  moves  not  —  holier  far 
Than  ev’n  this  drop  the  boon  must  be, 

That  opes  the  Gates  of  Heav’n  for  thee  !  ” 

CHORUS. 

Her  first  fond  hope  of  Eden  blighted, 

Now  among  Afric’s  lunar  Mountains, 

Far  to  the  South,  the  Peri  lighted  ; 

And  sleek’d  her  plumage  at  the  fountains 
Of  that  Egyptian  tide  —  whose  birth 
Is  hidden  from  the  sons  of  earth, 

Deep  in  those  solitary  woods, 

Where  oft  the  Genii  of  the  Floods 
Dance  round  the  cradle  of  their  Nile, 

And  hail  the  new-born  Giant’s  smile. 

Thence  over  Egypt’s  palmy  groves, 

Her  grots,  and  sepulchres  of  Kings, 

The  exil’d  spirit  sighing  roves ; 

And  now  hangs  listening  to  the  doves 
In  warm  Rosetta’s  vale  —  now  loves 
To  watch  the  moonlight  on  the  wings 
Of  the  white  pelicans  that  break 
The  azure  calm  of  Moeris’  Lake. 

SOLO.  —  Bass. 

’Twas  a  fair  scene  —  a  Land  more  bright 
Never  did  mortal  eye  behold  ! 

Who  could  have  thought,  that  saw  this  night 
Those  valleys  and  their  fruits  of  gold 
Basking  in  Heav’n’s  serenest  light ;  — 

Who  could  have  thought,  that  there,  ev’n  there, 
Amid  those  scenes  so  still  and  fair, 

The  Demon  of  the  Plague  hath  cast 
From  his  hot  wing  a  deadlier  blast, 

More  mortal  far  that  ever  came 
From  the  red  Desert’s  sands  of  flame  ! 

So  quick,  that  every  living  thing 
Of  human  shape,  touch’d  by  his  wing, 

Like  plants,  where  the  Simoon  hath  past, 

At  once  falls  black  and  withering  ! 

RECIT. — Soprano. 

“  Poor  race  of  men  !  ”  said  the  pitying  spirit, 

“  Dearly  ye  pay  for  your  primal  Fall  — 

Some  flow’rets  of  Eden  ye  still  inherit, 

But  the  trail  of  the  Serpent  is  over  them  all  !  ” 

QUARTET.  ( Unaccompanied .) 

She  wept  —  the  air  grew  pure  and  clear 
Around  her,  as  the  bright  drops  ran  ; 

F or  there’s  a  magic  in  each  tear, 

Such  kindly  Spirits  weep  for  man  ! 

RECIT.  —  Tenor. 

Just  then  beneath  some  orange  trees, 

Whose  fruit  and  blossoms  in  the  breeze 
Were  wantoning  together,  free, 

Like  age  at  play  with  infancy  — 

Beneath  that  fresh  and  springing  bower, 

Close  by  the  Lake,  she  heard  the  moan 
Of  one  who,  at  this  silent  hour, 

Had  hither  stol’n  to  die  alone. 

One  who  in  life  where’er  he  mov’d, 

Drew  after  him  the  hearts  of  many  ; 

Yet  now,  as  though  he  ne’er  were  lov’d, 

Dies  here  unseen,  unwept  by  any  ! 

CHORUS.  ( Female  Voices.) 

But  see  —  who  yonder  comes  by  stealth, 

1  his  melancholy  bower  to  seek, 


Like  a  young  envoy,  sent  by  Health, 

With  rosy  gifts  upon  her  cheek? 

’Tis  she  —  far  off  through  moonlight  dim 
He  knew  hi*  own  betrothed  bride, 

She,  who  wov  d  rather  die  with  him, 

Than  live  to  gain  the  world  beside  !  — 

Her  arms  are  round  her  lover  now, 

His  livid  cheek  to  hers  she  presses, 

And  dips,  to  bind  his  burning  brow, 

In  the  cool  lake  her  loosen’d  tresses. 

RECIT.  —  Tenor. 

Ah  !  once,  how  little  did  he  think 

An  hour  would  come,  when  he  should  shrink 

With  horror  from  that  dear  embrace, 

Those  gentle  arms,  that  were  to  him 
Holy  as  is  the  cradling  place 
Of  Eden’s  infant  cherubim  ! 

DUET. — Soprano  and  Tenor.  ( With  Chorus .) 
Soprano. 

“  Oh  !  let  me  only  breathe  the  air, 

That  blessed  air,  that  ’s  breath’d  by  thee, 

And,  whether  on  its  wings  it  bear 
Healing  or  death,  ’t  is  sweet  to  me  ! 

There  —  drink  my  tears,  while  yet  they  fall  — 
Would  that  my  bosom’s  blood  were  balm, 

And,  well  thou  know’st,  I’d  shed  it  all, 

To  give  thy  brow  one  minute’s  calm.” 

Tenor. 

And  now  he  yields  —  now  turns  away, 

Shuddering  as  if  the  venom  lay 
All  in  those  proffer’d  lips  alone  — 

Those  lips  that,  then  so  fearless  grown, 

Never  until  that  instant  came 
Near  his  unask’d  or  without  shame. 

Soprano. 

“  Nay,  tum  not  frorrt  me  that  dear  face — 

Am  I  not  thine  —  thine  own  lov’d  bride  — 

The  one,  the  chosen  one,  whose  place 
In  life  or  death  is  by  thy  side  ?  ” 

Soprano. 

“  Think’st  thou  that  she,  whose  only  light, 

In  this  dim  world,  from  thee  hath  shone, 

Could  bear  the  long,  the  cheerless  night, 

That  must  be  hers  when  thou  art  gone  ? 

That  I  can  live,  and  let  thee  go, 

Who  art  my  life  itself?  —  No,  no  — 

When  the  stem  dies,  the  leaf  that  grew 
Out  of  its  heart  must  perish  too  ! 

-  Then  tum  to  me,  my  own  love,  turn, 

Before,  like  thee,  I  fade  and  burn  ; 

Cling  to  these  yet  cool  lips,  and  share 
The  last  pure  life  that  lingers  there  !  ” 

Tenor. 

She  fails,  she  sinks,  as  dies  the  lamp 
In  charnel  airs,  or  caverns  damp, 

So  quickly  do  his  baleful  sighs 
Quench  all  the  sweet  light  of  her  eyes. 

CHORUS. 

One  struggle  —  and  his  pain  is  past  — 

Her  lover  is  no  longer  living  ! 

One  kiss  the  maiden  gives,  one  last. 

Long  kiss,  which  she  expires  in  giving  ! 

ARIA.  —  Soprano. 

“  Sleep,”  said  the  Peri,  as  softly  she  stole 
The  farewell  sigh  of  that  vanishing  soul, 

As  true  as  e’er  warm’d  a  woman’s  breast  — 

“  Sleep  on,  in  visions  of  odor  rest, 

In  balmier  air  than  ever  yet  stirr’d 
Th’  enchanted  pile  of  that  lonely  bird, 

Who  sings  at  the  last  his  own  death-lay, 

And  in  music  and  perfume  dies  away  !  ” 

Thus  saying,  from  her  lips  she  spread 


Unearthly  breathings  through  the  place, 

And  shook  her  sparkling  wreath,  and  shed 
Such  lustre  o’er  each  paly  face. 

That  like  two  lovely  saints  they  seem’d, 

Upon  thejeve  of  doomsday  taken 
From  their  dim  graves,  in  odor  sleeping ; 

While  that  benevolent  Peri  beam’d 
Like  their  good  angel,  calmly  keeping 
Watch  o’er  them  till  their  souls  w'ould  waken  ! 

CHORUS. 

But  morn  is  blushing  in  the  sky  ; 

Again  the  Peri  soars  above, 

Bearing  to  Heav’n  that  precious  sigh 
Of  pure,  self-sacrificing  love 
High  throbb’d  her  heart,  with  hope  elate, 

The  Elysian  palm  she  soon  shall  win. 

For  the  bright  Spirit  at  the  gate 
Smil’d  as  she  gave  that  offering  in ; 

And  she  already  hears  the  trees 
Of  Eden,  with  their  crystal  bells 
Ringing  in  that  ambrosial  breeze 
That  from  the  throne  of  Alla  swells  ; 

And  she  can  see  the  starry  bowls 
That  lie  around  that  lucid  lake, 

Upon  whose  bank  admitted  Souls 
Their  first  sweet  draught  of  glory  take  ! 

RECIT.  —  Contralto. 

But  ah  !  even  Peris’  hopes  are  vain  — 

Again  the  F ates  forbade,  again 

Th’  immortal  barrier  clos’d —  “  Not  yet,” 

The  angel  said  as,  with  regret, 

He  shut  from  her  that  glimpse  of  glory  — 

I 

ARIETTA. 

“True  was  the  maiden,  and  her  story 
Written  in  light  o’er  Alla’s  head, 

By  seraph  eyes  shall  long  be  read. 

But,  Peri,  see  —  the  crystal  bar 
Of  Eden  moves  not  —  holier  far 
Than  ev’n  this  sigh  the  boon  must  be 
That  opes  the  Gates  of  Heav’n  for  thee.” 

ARIA.  —  Tenor. 

Now,  upon  Syria’s  land  of  roses 
Softly  the  light  of  eve  reposes, 

And,  like  a  glory,  the  broad  sun 
Hangs  over  sainted  Lebanon  ; 

Whose  head  in  wintry  grandeur  towers, 

And  whitens  with  eternal  sleet, 

While  summer,  in  a  vale  of  flowers, 

Is  sleeping  rosy  at  his  feet. 

RECIT.  — Soprano. 

Still  laughs  the  radient  eye  of  Heaven, 

Nor  have  the  golden  bowers  of  Even 
In  the  rich  West  begun  to  wither  ;  — 

When  o’er  the  vale  of  Balbec  winging 
Slowly,  she  sees  a  child  at  play. 

Among  the  rosy  wild  flowers  singing, 

As  rosy  and  as  wild  as  they, 

Chasing,  with  eager  hands  and  eyes, 

The  beautiful  blue-damsel  flies, 

That  flutter’d  round  the  jasmine  stems, 

Like  winged  flowers  or  flying  gems :  — 

RECIT.  —  Bass. 

And,  near  the  boy,  who  tir’d  with  play 
Now  nestling  ’mid  the  roses  lay, 

She  saw  a  wearied  man  dismount 
From  his  hot  steed,  and  on  the  brink 
Of  a  small  minaret’s  rustic  fount 
Impatient  fling  him  down  to  drink. 

Then  swift  his  haggard  brow  he  turn’d 
To  the  fair  child,  who  fearless  sat, 

Though  never  yet  hath  day-beam  bum’ d 
Upon  a  brow  more  fierce  than  that, — 

Sullenly  fierce  —  a  mixture  dire, 

Like  thunder-clouds,  of  gloom  and  fire  ; 

In  which  the  Peri’s  eye  could  read 
Dark  tales  of  many  a  ruthless  deed. 


QUARTET. 

But,  hark  !  the  vesper  call  to  prayer, 

As  slow  the  orb  of  daylight  sets, 

Is  rising  sweetly  on  the  air, 

From  Syria’s  thousand  minarets  ! 

The  boy  has  started  from  the  bed 
Of  flowers,  where  he  had  laid  his  head, 

And  down  upon  the  fragrant  sod 

Kneels,  with  his  forehead  to  the  south, 

Lisping  the  eternal  name  of  God 
From  Purity’s  own  cherub  mouth, 

And  looking,  while  his  hands  and  eyes 
Are  lifted  to  the  glowing  skies, 

Like  a  stray  babe  of  Paradise, 

J  ust  lighted  on  that  flowery  plain, 

And  seeking  for  its  home  again. 

RECIT.  — Bass. 

And  how  felt  he,  the  wretched  Man 
Reclining  there  —  while  memory  ran 
O’er  many  a  year  of  guilt  and  strife, 

Flew  o’er  the  dark  flood  of  his  life, 

N or  found  one  sunny  resting-place, 

Nor  brought  him  back  one  branch  of  grace  ! 

“  There  was  a  time,”  he  said,  in  mild 
Heart-humbled  tones  —  “  Thou  blessed  child  ! 
When,  young  and  haply  pure  as  thou, 

I  look’d  and  pray’d  like  thee — but  now —  ” 

He  hung  his  head  —  each  nobler  aim, 

And  hope,  and  feeling,  which  had  slept 
From  boyhood’s  hour,  that  instant  came 
Fresh  o’er  him,  and  he  wept  —  he  w'ept  ! 

ARIA. 

Blest  tears  of  soul-felt  penitence  ! 

In  whose  benign,  redeeming  flow 
Is  felt  the  first,  the  only  sense 
Of  guiltless  joy  that  guilt  can  know. 

EIGHT-PART  CHORUS. 

And  now  —  behold  him  kneeling  there 
By  the  child’s  side,  in  humble  prayer, 

While  the  same  sunbeam  shines  upon 
The  guilty  and  the  guiltless  one, 

And  hymns  of  joy  proclaim  through  Heaven 
The  triumph  of  a  soul  forgiven  ! 

FINALE.  — QUARTET  AND  CHORUS. 

’Twas  when  the  golden  orb  had  set, 

While  on  their  knees  they  lingered  yet, 

There  fell  a  light  more  lovely  far 
Than  ever  came  from  sun  or  star, 

Upon  the  tear  that,  warm  and  meek, 

Dew’d  that  repentant  sinner’s  cheek. 

To  mortal  eye  this  light  might  seem 
A  northern  flash  or  meteor  beam  — 

But  well  the  enraptured  Peri  knew 
’Twas  a  bright  smile  the  Angel  threw 
From  Heaven’s  gate,  to  hail  that  tear, 

Her  harbinger  of  glory  near  ! 

SOLO  SOPRANO  &  CHORUS. 

“  Joy,  joy  forever  !  my  task  is  done  — 

The  Gates  are  pass’d,  and  Heaven  is  won  ! 

Oh  !  am  I  not  happy?  I  am,  lam  — 

To  thee,  sweet  Eden  !  how  dark  and  sad 
Are  the  diamond  turrets  of  Shadukiam, 

And  the  fragrant  bowers  of  Amberabad  ! 

Farewell  ye  odors  of  earth  that  die 
Passing  away  like  a  lover’s  sigh  ; 

My  feast  is  now  of  Tooba  Tree, 

Whose  scent  is  the  breath  of  Eternity  ! 

Farewell,  ye  vanishing  flowers,  that  shone 
In  my  Fairy  wreath  so  bright  and  brief ;  — 

Oh  !  what  are  the  brightest  that  e’er  have  blown, 
To  the  lote-tree,  springing  by  Alla’s  Throne, 
Whose  flowers  have  a  soul  in  every  leaf! 

Joy,  joy  forever  ! — my  task  is  done— 

The  Gates  are  pass’d  and  Heaven  is  won  ! 
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I.  “HOW  LOVELY  ARE  THY  DWELLINGS.” 


Festival  Anthe??i , 


Spohr. 


1.  Soprano  Solo  and  Chorus. 

2.  Chorus. 

3.  Quartette. 

4.  Chorus. 

II.  “EVENING  SONG.” 


Part  Song , 


A.  Davenport . 


See  how  the  sun  in  the  bright,  distant  west, 

Sinks  slowly  down  to  his  nightly  rest ; 

Daylight  is  fading,  dying  away, 

Night  spreads  her  mantle  over  the  day  ; 

Hark  !  how  the  nightingale’s  sweet,  mournful  note 
Out  on  the  evening  air  doth  float  ; 

See  how  the  fireflies  lighten  the  gloom, 

Like  a  gold-spangled  web  on  nature’s  loom. 

.See  how  the  stars  all  so  watchful  and  bright 
Sparkle  and  glow  on  the  brow  of  night. 

/  Daylight  is  fading,  dying  away, 

Soon  will  be  gone  the  last  gleam  of  day. 

List !  ’tis  the  zephyr  caressing  the  flowers, 
Wafting  their  sweets  in  od’rous  showers  ; 


And  o’er  yon  hilltop  rugged  and  bold 
Is  a  throne  in  the  sky  —  a  crown  of  gold. 

Now  doth  the  moon  in  her  majesty  rise, 
Queen  of  the  ambient  evening  skies  ; 
Daylight  is  fading,  dying  away, 

Luna’s  pale  light  now  shines  o’er  our  way, 
Mark  how  the  fleecy  clouds  follow  her  steps, 
Up  from  the  dark  and  misty  depths  ; 

Higher  and  higher,  heav’nward  she  goes, 
’Till  all  nature  shines  forth  in  bright  repose. 

Daylight  has  faded  —  faded  and  gone  ; 
Father  watch  o’er  us  till  coming  of  dawn. 


III.  “AVE  MARIA.” 


Arranged  for  six  voices , 


J.  C.  Warren. 


IV.  “THE  PILGRIMS.” 


Part  Song , 


Henry  Leslie. 


The  way  is  long  and  dreary, 

The  path  is  bleak  and  bare  ; 

Our  feet  are  worn  and  weary, 

But  we  will  not  despair. 

More  heavy  was  Thy  burthen, 

More  desolate  Thy  way. 

Oh  !  Lamb  of  God,  Oh  !  Lamb  of  God, 
Who  takest  the  sin  of  the  world  away, 
Have  mercy,  mercy  upon  us. 

The  snows  lie  thick  around  us 
In  the  dark  and  gloomy  night, 

And  the  tempest  wails  above  us, 

And  the  stars  have  hid  their  light  ; 

But  bleaker  was  the  darkness 
Round  Calv’ry’s  cross  that  day. 


Oh  !  Lamb  of  God,  Oh  !  Lamb  of  God, 
Who  takest  the  sin  of  the  world  away, 
Have  mercy,  mercy  upon  us. 

Our  hearts  are  faint  with  sorrow, 
Heavy  and  hard  to  bear, 

For  we  dread  the  bitter  morrow  ; 

But  we  will  not  despair. 

Thou  knowest  all  our  anguish, 

And  thou  wilt  bid  it  cease. 

Oh  !  Lamb  of  God,  Oh  !  Lamb  of  God, 
Who  takest  the  sin  of  the  world  away, 
Give  us,  give  us  Thy  peace. 


REBEKAH,—  A  Scriptural  Idyl. 

By  Joseph  Barnby . 

Dramatis  Persona.  — REBEKAH,  ISAAC,  ELIEZER,  MAIDENS  OF  THE  CITY, 

ATTENDANTS,  &c.,  &c. 

The  scene  is  laid  partly  in  the  outskirts  of  the  City  of  Nahor,  and  partly  on  the  road  from  it  to  the 
dwelling  of  Isaac. 


SCENE  1. 

EVENSONG  AND  CHORUS. 

Lo  !  day’s  golden  glory  declineth, 

Eve’s  shadows  climb  softly  the  sky, 

Low  bending,  we  praise  and  adore  Thee, 

From  Thy  mercy-seat  hear  us,  most  High. 
Omnipotent,  guard  and  protect  us, 

In  night  time,  in  day,  be  our  guide. 

Hold  our  hearts  in  thy  keeping,  Almighty, 

With  thy  children,  O  Father,  abide  ! 

O  praise  the  Lord  of  goodness, 

The  Lord  of  mercy  praise, 

Our  hope  of  joy  eternal, 

Our  Sun  in  life’s  dark  ways. 

RECIT. 

Eliezer.  O  Lord  God  of  my  master  Abraham  ! 

I  pray  Thee,  send  me  good  speed  this  day  ; 

For  I  have  sworn  unto  Abraham,  in  Thy 
sight, 

To  do  his  will,  and  seek  the  wife  appointed 
For  his  son,  Thy  servant  Isaac  ! 

AIR. 

The  daughters  of  the  city  come 
To  draw  the  well’s  pure  stream, 

O  Lord,  I  do  beseech  some  sign, 

If  good  to  Thee  it  seem  ! 

Yea,  let  it  come  to  pass,  O  Lord, 

That  she,  the  chosen  one, 

Do  give  me,  when  I  ask  it,  drink, 

So  shall  Thy  will  be  done. 

And  let  the  damsel,  gracious  Lord, 

To  make  my  duty  clear, 

Give  also  to  my  camels  drink, 

Lord,  let  these  signs  appear  ! 

•  Then  shall  I  know  Thy  guiding  hand, 
Mine  oath  I  shall  fulfil, 

Obeyed  be  Abraham’s  command, 
Obeyed,  O  Lord,  Thy  will  ! 

Enter  from  the  City  Rebekah  and  Damsels , 
bearing  pitchers  and  singing. 

SOPRANO  SOLO  AND  CHORUS. 

Who  shall  be  fleetest  and  first 
O’er  the  flow’r-smiling  meadows  to  chase, 

Who  shall  be  first  at  the  well, 

Which  damsel  be  last  in  the  race  ? 

To  the  well !  to  the  well ! 

Flow  its  waters 
Clear  and  brightly, 

Flowing  ever 
Daily,  nightly  ; 

Gift  from  Heaven, 


Gift  and  blessing : 

Lord  our  thanks 
To  Thee  addressing, 

Now  we,  grateful, 

Bend  the  knee, 

Let  our  praise 
Ascend  to  Thee  ! 

RECIT. 

Eliezer.  Give  me  to  drink,  I  pray  thee, 

Oh,  my  daughter  ! 

For  I  am  sore  athirst ! 

RECIT. 

Rebekah.  Drink,  oh,  my  lord, 

And  for  thy  camels  also 
Will  I  draw  thee  water. 

RECIT- 

Eliezer.  Lo  !  the  signs  I  did  but  now  beseech  ! 

Blessed  be  God  for  his  abundant  mercies 

Whose  daughter  art  thou, 

Gentle  damsel  ? 

RECIT. 

Rebekah.  I  am  the  daughter  of  Bethuel, 

Son  of  Milcah. 

But  who  art  thou,  my  lord  ? 

For  strangely  stirs  my  heart  within  me 
At  thy  words  ! 

RECIT. 

Eliezer.  I  am  sent  by  the  Lord,  O  daughter, 

To  lead  the  hence, 

And  bring  thee  to  thy  kinsman,  Isaac  ; 

It  is  the  Lord’s  decree 

That  thou  espouse  the  son  of  Abraham, 

And  God  shall  bless  thee 

With  exceeding  blessing  ! 

RECIT. 

Rebekah.  My  soul  this  day 

Hath  been  in  joyous  tumult, 

And  my  heart  foretold  me 
Ere  the  night  should  come 
Glad  tidings  should  be  brought 
Unto  me  ! 

Oft-times  in  sleep 

Have  visions  of  thine  image  bless’d  me, 
O  beloved ! 

Oft  times  hath  fancy  pictur’d  to  my  soul 
Thy  hand  enclasp’d  in  mine, 

Thy  loving  kiss  upon  my  brow  ! 

And  freely,  gladly  to  thy  love 
I  come  ! 


AIR  AND  CHORUS. 


MARCH. 

RECIT. 


f 


Rf.bekah.  Fear  or  doubting 
Dwell  not  with  me 
Joy  alone  my  heart  doth  know, 

Lord,  thou  call’st  me, 

Thou  commandest, 

Happy,  joyful,  blest,  I  go. 

Home,  I  leave  thee, 

Home  and  kindred ; 

Fades  my  past  life  like  a  dream  ; 

So  !  now  dawning 
Beams  my  future, 

Tinted  bright  with  love’s  first  gleam  ! 
Heavenly  Father, 

Gracious,  loving, 

In  that  future  still  be  near  ; 

Bless  my  home, 

My  kindred  cherish, 

Hear  my  praise,  my  pray’r  O  hear  ! 


SCENE  2. 


I 


Isaac  goes  forth  to  the  field  at  eventide ,  to 
meditate  and  to  await  the  coming  of  Rebekah. 

RECIT. 

Isaac.  With  overflowing  heart,  O  Lord, 

I  meditate  upon  Thy  goodness  ! 

The  crown  Thou  soon  wilt  set 
Upon  my  youthful  brow ; 

The  spouse  Thou  soon  shalt  dower  me  with 
Will  make  my  cup  of  human  bliss  run  o’er  ! 
The  chosen  of  the  Lord  to  me  shall  be 
Perpetual  blessing. 

Unto  Thy  throne 

Her  many-voiced  anthems 

Nature  lifts : 

My  grateful  soul  shall  swell 
The  song  of  praise  ! 

AIR. 

The  soft  southern  breeze  plays  around  me, 

The  birds  trill  their  eventide  song 
The  leaves  of  the  wild  trees  make  music, 

The  waters  flow  murm’ring  along  ! 

Creation  adores  Thee,  my  Father, 

Its  myriad  soft  voices  outpour, 

To  Thy  throne  a  sweet  song  of  thanksgiving 
In  melodious  numbers  doth  soar. 

I  bow  me,  Almighty,  before  Thee, 

I  also  would  worship  and  praise, 

And  thank  thee,  O  Lord,  for  Thy  goodness, 

That  blesseth  my  manhood’s  fir$t  days  ; 

Guide  my  footsteps,  protect  me,  O  Father, 

My  strong  help  and  buckler  still  be, 

And  when  the  Death- Angel  shall  call  me, 

Let  me  live,  blest  for  ever,  with  Thee. 

The  Cortege  of  Rebekah  and  the  Rui.ek 
approaches. 


Eliezer.  Behold,  my  lord, 

Thy  gracious  bride,  Rebekah  ! 

Whom  the  Lord  this  day 
Doth  give  thee  ! 

RECIT. 

Isaac.  Uplift,  I  pray  thee, 

The  enwreathing  veil,  that  hides  thy  face 
From  my  expectant  gaze  ! 

And  let  no  more  its  envious  folds  conceal 
Thine  eyes’  fair  lustre  ! 

Rebekah.  Even  as  thou  dost  will,  my  lord  ! 
Behold  thy  handmaid’s  face, 

Let  me  find  favor  in  thy  sight ; 

Be  gracious  to  me, 

Oh,  my  lord  ! 

For  all  my  kindred 
Have  I  left  for  thee. 

DUET.  —  Isaac  and  Rebekah. 

Isaac.  Oh,  flower  of  the  verdant  lea, 

In  native  beauty  wild  and  fair, 

Like  some  bright  dream  thou  com’st  to  me, 
And  fill’st  with  light  the  very  air. 

I  raise  mine  eyes  to  Heaven  above 
In  thanks  for  this  new  favor  shown  ; 

Not  as  thy  lord,  but  full  of  love, 

I  dare  to  claim  thee  as  my  own. 

Rebekah. 

Oh,  cedar  of  the  desert  plain, 

In  stately  verdure  soaring  high, 

To  rest  beneath  thy  shelter  fain 

I  there  would  nestle,  — live  and  die. 

I  droop  mine  eyes  from  Heaven  above, 
Reliant  on  its  will  alone ; 

Yes  !  as  my  lord,  and  full  of  love, 

Oh,  take  me,  guard  me  as  thine  own  ! 

CHORUS. 

Protect  them,  Almighty,  forever 
Fold  them  close  ’neath  Thy  wide-spreading^wing, 

Let  Thine  angels  from  yon  shining  heaven 
To  bless  them,  all  happiness  bring  ! 

The  Lord  is  good  and  gracious, 

His  mercies  ever  bless, 

Our  songs  to  Him  ascending 
Our  thanks  and  praise  express  !  Amen  ! 
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God  is  our  refuge  and  strength,  a  very  present  help  in  trouble  :  Therefore  will 
we  not  fear,  though  the  earth  be  removed  and  though  the  hills  be  carried  into  the 
depths  of  the  sea.  Though  the  waters  rage  and  swell,  though  the  mountains  shake 
at  the  swelling  thereof. 

There  is  a  river  the  stream  whereof  shall  make  glad  the  city  of  God  ;  the  holy 
place  of  the  tabernacle  of  the  Most  High.  God  is  in  the  midst  of  her,  therefore 
shall  she  not  be  removed  ;  God  shall  help  her,  and  that  right  early. 

The  heathen  raged  ;  The  Kingdoms  were  moved  ;  He  uttered  His  voice,  the 
earth  melted. 

The  Lord  of  Hosts  is  with  us,  the  God  of  Jacob  is  our  refuge.  Amen. 

O  come  hither  and  behold  the  works  of  the  Lord  ;  what  desolation  he  hath 
made  in  the  earth  !  He  maketh  war  to  cease  in  all  the  world,  He  break eth  the 
bow  and  cutteth  the  spear  in  sunder,  and  burneth  the  chariots  in  the  fire  ! 

Be  still,  then,  and  know  that  He  is  God.  He  shall  be  exalted  among  the 
heathen,  He  shall  be  exalted  in  the  earth.  Alleluia  !  Amen. 

The  Lord  of  Hosts  is  with  us,  the  God  of  Jacob  is  our  refuge.  Amen. 

2.  WANDERER’S  NIGHT  SONG,  .  . . IV.  H.  Gerrisk. 


■  . 

a  O’er  .all  the  hill-tops 
Is  quiet  now, 

In  all  the  tree-tops 
Ilearest  thou 
Hardly  a  breath ; 

The  birds  are  asleep  in  the  trees ; 
Wait;  soon  like  these  : 

Thou  too  shalt  rest.  Goethe. 


b.  FAIRY  SONG. 

Come  follow,  follow  me 
Ye  fairy  elves  that  be, 

Light  tripping  o’er  the  green, 

Come  follow  Mab  your  Queen. 

Hand  in  hand  we’ll  dance  around. 

For  this  place  is  fairy  ground. 

O’er  tops  of  dewy  grass 
So  nimbly  do  we  pass, 

The  young  and  tender  stalk 
Ne’er  bends  where  we  do  walk, 

Yet  in  the  morning  may  be  seen 
Where  we  the  night  before  have  been. 


Agnes  Zimmermann. 

When  Mortals  arc  at  rest, 

And  snoring  in  their  nest ; 

Unheard  and  unespied 
Through  the  keyholes  do  we  glide, 

Over  tables,  stools  and  shelves 
We  trip  it  with  our  fairy  elves. 


Wekerlin. 


3.  AVE  MARIA,  Solos  and  Chorus, 

Avc  Maria ! 

Distant  bells  are  ringing : 

Distant  voices  singing 
Ave  Maria ! 

On  the  night  breeze  stealing, 

To  the  soul  appealing, 

Ave  Maria! 

As  the  night  extends 

O’er  the  hills  deep  shade, 

And  their  outline  blends 
With  the  glen  and  glade, 

Mother  of  our  love 
Queen  with  him  above 
Now  our  prayer  is  made, 

Ave  Maria ! 


F or  the  tempests  tost 
On  the  weary  sea, 

For  the  sad,  the  lost 

Look  for  hope  to  thee. 
Yes  for  Mother  taken 
By  the  child  forsaken, 
Thou  our  refuge  art. 

Ave  Maria! 

For  the  day  is  dying 
And  the  echoes  sighing 
Ave  Maria ! 

Hushed  the  earth  is  now 
Once  again  the  vow 
Chants  in  accents  low, 

Ave  Maria ! 


4.  TWO  CHORUSES,  from  “Loreley,” 


Mendelssohn. 


a  “  Ave  Maria.” 

Hark  the  sound  of  evening  bells, 

The  boatman  in  his  shallop  kneels, 

The  sounds  thro’  glowing  Ileaven  spread, 
To  greet  thee,  holy  Virgin  Maid, 

Ave  Maria. 

Thou  enthroned  on  clouds  above, 

Be  thou  the  guardian  of  our  love, 

And  like  the  evenings  glowing  sky, 

Let  joy  and  peace  around  it  lie, 

Ave  Maria. 

ft  “Vintagers’  Chorus.” 

On  stave  and  hoop  the  long  year  through, 
We  worked  with  will  and  pleasure; 
And  when  the  cask  was  firm  and  true, 

We  pressed  the  vineyards’  treasure; 
Now  blest  be  thou  oh  freshening  wine, 
Thou  heart  consoler  from  the  Rhine, 
Tliou’lt  cheer  us  without  measure. 
Thou  makest  our  blood  so  pure  and  strong 
Run  sparkling  like  a  river ; 

Upon  his  tongue  tliou  pour’st  the  song 
Who  silent  blest  the  giver, 

Thou  art  the  king  of  wines  so  true, 

Thou  art  the  very  heavens  dew, 

Well  may’st  thou  speed  for  ever. 


5.  “CHARM  ME  ASLEEP, ’’Madrigal  for  six  voices,  .  .  //.  Leslie. 

Charm  me  asleep  and  melt  me  so 
With  thy  delicious  numbers, 

That  being  ravished  hence  I  go 
Away  in  easy  slumbers.  Herrick. 


6.  THE  98tii  PSALM,  (Double  Chorus,) . Mendelssohn. 

Sing  to  the  Lord  a  new-made  song,  for  He  hath  done  wonders. 

The  victory  He  hath  gotten  with  His  own  right  hand  and  His  arm. 

The  Lord  hath  made  known  His  salvation  ;  He  hath  showed  His  righteous¬ 
ness  to  the  heathen. 

He  remembereth  His  truth  and  mercy  toward  all  the  house  of  Israel ;  all  the 
earth’s  nations  have  beheld  His  salvation. 

Sing  to  the  Lord,  all  the  earth,  praise  His  name  and  be  joyful  ;  sing  with  the 
harp  and  praise  Him  ;  with  harp  and  psalm  be  thankful ; 

With  the  trumpet  and  the  cornet  make  a  joyful  noise  to  the  Lord,  the  King. 

Let  the  earth  roar,  and  the  fullness  thereof ;  the  round  world  and  they  that 
dwell  therein. 

Let  the  water-floods  be  joyful,  and  let  the  hills  rejoice  together  in  the  Lord. 
He  shall  come  to  judgment. 

He  then  shall  judge  the  world  with  righteousness,  and  the  people  with  truth. 


IN  THE  CH APE L  OF  THE 


(Rev.  Mr.  Carpenter’s,) 


DUDLEY  STREET,  BOSTON  HIGHLANDS, 


UNDER  THE  DIRECTION  OF 


1. 


- - 

T  I. 


EASTER  MORNING,  a  Cantata  for  Solos  and  Chorus, . Du  iky  Buck. 


At  Easter-morn,  the  lark  ascending,  Awake !  all  ye  who  slothful  languish ! 

Loud  caroled  forth  her  merry  lay,  Weighed  down  by  Winter’s  grief  and  care; 

To  heaven’s  high  dome  her  swift  flight  wending,  Oppressed  by  mourning,  filled  with  anguish, 
To  greet,  with  praise,  the  new-born  day.  Rouse  ye  from  sleep! — would  ye  despair? 


And  as  she  caroled  thus,  resounded 
From  field  and  grove  glad  nature’s  voice, 
Awake !  let  joy  be  now  unbounded, 

Our  Lord  is  risen,  let  all  rejoice ! 


Ye  mourners!  of  this  life  so  weary, — 
Dreaming,  perchance,  of  days  long  gone, 
Awake!  no  longer  sad  and  dreary, 

The  world,  all  nature  is  new-born. 


Awake !  pour  forth  your  stream  s,  ye  fountains ! 
And  praise  the  Lord  with  gladsome  heart; 
Awake!  and  join  the  chorus,  mountains! 

Let  every  tree  and  plant  take  part. 

Ye  violets  in  the  meadows  hiding, 

Ye  flowrets,  all,  with  perfumed  breath, 
Proclaim  aloud  the  joyous  tiding. 

Love  hath  o’ercome  tiie  power  of  Death ! 


Then  welcome  all  with  acclamation, 

This  saving  health  our  lord  doth  bring, 

Free  pardon,  and  a  full  salvation 
Itself  is  figured  by  the  Spring. 

Almighty  power  new  life  hath  given, 

Each  twig,  once  dead,  doth  know  the  dawn; 
Almighty  power  the  tomb  hath  riven, 

Awake!  it  is  the  Easter-morn. 

English  translation  by  Dudley  Buck. 

ih.  Eitfeld. 


2.  PART  SONG,  “Voice  from  the  Lake,” 


On  the  lake’s  unruffled  surface 
Rest  the  Moon’s  soft,  silver  beam, 
Her  pale  wreath  of  roses  weaving, 
’Mid  the  rushes  verdant  gleam. 

Deer  lie  yonder  near  the  mountain, 
In  the  siient  night -awake, 

Here  and  there  the  slender  rushes 
Dreamily  the  birds  will  shake. 


While  the  eyes  are  dimmed  with  weeping, 
Deep  within  my  soul  I  bear 
Thoughts  of  thee, — sweet  recollection 
Floating  o’er  me  like  a  prayer. 


a.  O  DAY  OF  PENITENCE, . Ch.  Gounod. 

O  day  of  penitence!  O  day  of  mourning!  Remember  how  the  incarnate 
Son  of  God,  nailed  to  His  cross,  hung  between  earth  and  heaven,  was  put  to  death 
by  His  own  people’s  hands;  to  save  us  all  from  Satan’s  iron  bondage,  He  bore  with 
patience  all  these  cruel  wrongs  !  O  come,  let  us  with  hearts  and  voices,  utter  our 
grief  and  weep  beside  His  tomb. 

Come  let  us  kneel,  in  sorrow  and  contrition, 

Before  the  cross  which  his  pure  blood  doth  lave  ; 

Come  rich  and  poor,  offer  him  all  your  hearts, 

Who  gave  himself  the  world  to  save. 

Just  as  the  sea  by  stormy  winds  is  driven,  whose  angry  waves  do  hoarsely  rage 
and  roar,  the  people  with  madness  to  the  slaughter  are  crowding,  and  shouting  “  To 
Death  !  Crucify  him  !”  Striving  to  save  Him  Pilate  has  vainly  labored  ;  His  cruel 
foes  thirst  for  their  victim’s  blood  ;  Behold  they  crown  with  thorns  His  sacred  head  ; 
Beat  Him  with  scourges;  and  then  smite  Him  on  the  cheek. 

Come  let  us  kneel,  &c. 

Slowly,  ah  slowly  drag  on  the  fatal  hours!  Now  having  drained  His  bitter 
cup  of  pain,  the  Lamb  of  God  completes  His  sacrifice  ;  into  Plis  Father’s  hands 
commends  his  spirit,  cries  with  loud  voice,  “  It  is  finished  !”  and  expires.  Then, 
as  He  died,  darkness  obscured  the  land,  —  in  dim  eclipse  the  earth  with  horror 
shook  ;  the  Temple  trembled  ;  the  Veil  was  rent  in  twain. 

Come  let  us  kneel,  &c. 


4. 


Ambrose  Davenport. 


# 


PART  SONGS, 


THE  DREAM. 

• 

Each  night  in  dreams  thou  com’st  to  me, 

I  hear  thee  gently  calling, 

And  then,  loud  weeping,  leap  to  thee, 

At  thy  dear  feet  down  falling. 

Thou  look’st  on  me  so  mournfully, 

Thy  fair  blonde  tresses  shaking; 

Then  from  thine  eyes  all  tremblingly 
The  pearly  tears  come  breaking. 

Thou  breathest  a  word  in  under-tone, 

And  givest  me  cypress  braided  : 

I  wake, — and  the  cypress- wreath  is  gone, 
And  the  word  from  my  memory  faded. 

Heinrich  Heine. 


MEADOW  SONG. 

’Tis  a  morning  pure  and  sweet, 

And  a  dewy  splendor  falls 
On  the  little  flower  that  clings 
To  the  turrets  and  the  walls; 

’Tis  a  morning  pure  and  sweet, 

And  the  light  and  shadows  fleet; 

She  is  walking  in  the  meadow, 

And  the  woodland  echo  rings ; 

In  a  moment  we  shall  meet; 

She  is  singing  in  the  meadow, 

And  the  rivulet  at  her  feet 
Ripples  on  in  light  and  shadow 
To  the  ballad  that  she  sings. 

Tennyson's  “  Maud .’’ 


II. 


5.  SOPRANO  SOLO,  Recitative  and 

The  Lat>y. 

O  tell  me,  gentle  orb  of  night, 

Why  are  thy  beams  so  cold ; 

Although  they  shed  a  cheering  light, 

As  bright  and  pure  as  gold? 

What  art  thou  in  yon  starry  maze? 

Art  thou  a  world  like  ours? 

Hast  thou  thy  shining  nights,  bright  days, 
Green  fields,  and  fragrant  flowers? 

Whatc’er  thou  art,  I  know  that  lie 
Who  made  and  gave  thee  light, 

In  mercy  cares  for  thee  and  me ; 

So,  gentle  moon,  good  night. 

Oberon. 

She  sleeps.  Now  Fays,  on  yonder  green, 
Prepare  a  car  for  Mab,  your  queen; 

That  in  it  she  may  hasten  here, 

And  charm  this  Lady’s  eye  and  ear. 


6.  THE  CRUSADERS . 

On  steep  Mount  Carmel’*  height  we  stand, 
And  gaze  far  o’er  the  Holy  Land ; 

Our  mail-clad  warriors  throng  beneath, 
’Gainst  Moslem  foe  forearmed  to  death, 
Jerusalem !  we  lift  our  eyes 
To  where  thy  sacred  towers  rise. 

While  brazen  trumpets’  martial  sound 
.  Proclaims  the  vow  that  swells  around  : 
Save  the  Holy  Sepulchre !  Amen ! 


Chorus,  from  “  The  Dream  ”...  .Costa. 

' 

Fatries. 

Make  the  car  of  a  golden  King-cup, 

Shed  it  o’er  with  dews  of  night; 

Let  the  moon’s  unclouded  radiance 
Turn  each  drop  to  a  gem  of  light. 

Make  the  wheels  of  silver  daises 
Gathered  from  the  fountain’s  side; 

Thus  a  chariot  is  provided 
For  Titania’s  midnight  ride. 

Gnats  shall  be  her  winged  horses; 

And  the  harness  they  shall  wear 
Shall  be  webs  of  money-spinners, 

Caught  while  floating  in  the  air. 

Mab  will  need  no  goad  to  urge,  them, 

Her  sweet  voice  they  will  obey; 

She  will  charm  the  lovely  sleeper, 

With  her  dream  till  dawn  of  day. 


. Giro  Pinsuti. 

Though  bleaching  bones  bestrew  the  shore, 
Where  Christian  men  have  marched  before, 
We’ll  smite  in  death  the  heathen  brood, 

And  plant  the  cross  in  Moslem  blood ! 
Jerusalem!  thou  city  blest ! 

Thy  temple  is  our  place  of  rest ! 

And  as  we  scale  thy  ramparts  high. 

The  heavens  shall  echo  to  our  cry  : 

Saa*e  the  Holy  Sepulchre !  Amen  ! 


7.  FESTIVAL  TE  DEUM,  in  C  Major, . George  E.  Whiting. 

• 

1.  Te  Deum  Laudamus,  (We  praise  thee  O  God,) . Chorus. 

2.  Tu  Rex  gloriae,  (Thou  art  the  King  of  Glory) . Pass  Solo. 

3.  Tu  AD  LIBERANDUM,  (When  thou  tookest,).  Duo,  Sopiano ,  and  Tenot . 

4.  Tu  ad  dexteram  Dei  Sedes,  (Thou  sittest  at  the  right  hand  of  God,) 

Chorus. 

5.  Dignarf.  Domine,  (Vouchsafe  O  Lord,) . Tenoi  Solo. 


6.  Fiat  Misericordia  Tua,  (O  Lord,  let  Thy  mercy,  ) 

.  Soprano  Solo  and  Chorus. 


/ 


SEVENTH  SEASON 


vod8i< 


x 

BY  T.HE 


FOSTER  CLUB, 


KENNEDY  HALL, 


WkYen  HtYeet,  Boston 


JANUARY  16,  1874. 


1. 


+ 


JUST  JUDGE  OF  HEAVEN,  Contralto  Solo  ancl  Chorus, _ Geo.  M.  Garrett. 

AVi/va 


Just  Judge  of  Heaven,  against  my  foes 
Do  Thou  assert  my  injured  right; 

O  set  me  free,  my  God  from  those 
Who  in  deceit  and  wrong  delight. 

Since  Thou  aid  still  my  only  stay, 

Why  leav’st  Thou  me  in  deep  distress? 
Why  go  I  mourning,  all  the  day, 

While  me  insulting  foes  oppress? 


Let  uie  with  light  and  truth  be  blest, 
lie  these  my  guides  to  lead  the  way, 
Till  on  Thv  Holy  Hill  I  rest, 

And  in  Thy  sacred  Temple  pray. 

Why  then  east  down  my  soul?  and  why 
So  much  opprest  with  anxious  care? 
On  God,  thy  God  for  aid  rely 
Who  will  tin’  ruined  staterepair. 


Then  will  I  there  fresh  altars  raise 
To  God  who  is  my  only  joy, 

And  well-tuned  harps  with  songs  of  praise, 
Shall  all  my  grateful  hours  employ. 


2.  PART  SONG,  “Fairy  Song,” 


Geo.  E.  Whiting . 


Shed  no  tear !  O  shed  no  tear ! 

The  flower  will  bloom  another  year. 

Weep  no  more  !  O  weep  no  more  ! 

Young  buds  sleep  in  the  root’s  white  core. 
Dry  yo  ir  eyes  !  O  dry  your  eyes  ! 

For  1  was  taught  in  Paradise 
To  ease  my  breast  of  melodies — 

fehed  no  tear. 


Over-head !  look  over-head ! 

’Mong  he  blossoms  white  and  red — 

I  ook  up,  look  up.  I  flutter  now 
On  iliis  fresh  pomegranate  bough. 

See  me !  ’tis  this  silvery  bill 
Ever  cures  the  good  man’s  ill. 

Shed  no  tear!  O  shed  no  tear! 

The  flower  will  bloom  another  year. 
Adieu,  Adieu  —I  fly,  adieu, 

I  vanish  in  the  heaven’s  blue — 

Adieu,  Adieu ! 


3.  THE  BRIDE  OF  DUNKERRON,  A  Dramatic  Cantata, . Henry  Smart. 


INTRODUCTION— (Piano.) 


CHORUS.— Serfs. 

Ere  the  wine  cup  is  dry,  ere  the  minstrel  has 
done, 

Why  is  he  forth  from  the  banquet — alone  ? 

Why  ever  wander,  when  daylight  is  o’er, 

Up  and  down,  up  and  down,  by  the  waves  on  the 
shore  ? 

What  does  he  gaze  through  the  darkness  to  seek, 
Where  the  stars  through  the  mist  o’er  the  wild 
waters  break  ? 

The  Lord  of  Dnnkerron ! 

The  Lord  of  Dnnkerron ! 

Why  does  he  wander  alone  on  the  shore? 

Hark !  through  the  night  air  a  melody  sweet 
Flits  on  the  wipd  where  the  weird  shadows 
meet ; 

Hark !  ’tis  the  spirit-song — hush  !  come  away ! 
Hush !  close  the  gate  till  the  dawn  of  the.  day : 
The  spirits  are  there, 

O’er  the  sea,  in  the  air, 

Hush  1  close  the  gate  till  the  dawn  of  the  day ! 
Sea-Maidens. 

Hark!  through  the  bright  air  our  melody  sweet 
Floats  on  the  wind  where  the  moon-shadows 
meet : 

Wake  the  wild  harp  to  the  sea-maiden’s  lay, 
Under  the  stars  till  the  dawn  of  the  day : 

Hither  a  i  d  there, 

O’er  the  sea,  in  the  air, 

Under  the  stars  till  the  dawn  of  the  day ! 


INTE  RMEZZO—i  Piano.) 


RECIT.— Dunkerron. 


JU 


■3 


The  moonlight  glitters  o’er  the  jasper  sea, 

Sweet  songs  upon  the  night  wind  come  once 
more  to  me ; 

But  where  art  thou,  bright  Spirit,  where  art  thou? 
The  stars  flr>a’  by— I  wait  tliy  coming  now  ! 

The  land-mist  curls  along  the  mountain-steep, 
Dawn  in  thy  beauty! — Waken  from  thy  sleep! 

A  RI A  .—Dunkerron. 

The  full  moon  is  beaming 
Above  the  blue  deep, 

The  tide-wave  is  dreaming, 

The  winds  are  asleep ; 

Tli  love-star  is  peeping 
Afar  o’er  the  sea; 

And  my  heart,  love,  is  keeping 
Its  vigil  for  thee. 

The  bright  wave  is  bringing 
A  song  sweet  and  clear, 

But  sad  is  that  singing 
If  thou  ai’t  not  here ; 

The  cold  world  is  sleeping, 

Oh  !  come  then  to  me, 

For  my  heart,  love,  is  keeping 
Its  vigil  for  thee. 

CHORUS  and  DUET. 

Sea-Maidens. 

Let  us  sing,  the  moonlit  shores  along, 

O'er  the  waters  echoing  the  sea-maids’  midnight 
song. 


/ 


Dunkerron. 

Hark !  those  spirit  voices 
From  their  ocean  homes, — 

Again  she  comes, — my  heart  rejoices! — 
She  comes,  again  she  conies ! 

The  Sea-Maiden. 

I  lizard  thy  voice,  and  I  am  come 
To  welcome  thee  once  more — 

Once  more  with  thee  in  joy  to  roam 
Along  the  midnight  shore. 

Dunkerron. 

Oh  !  here  no  longer  will  we  roam — 
Beloved,  fly  with  me; 

In  yonder  castle  is  my  home, 

And  thou  my  bride  shalt  be. 

The  Sea-Maiden. 

I  cannot,  may  not,  be  thy  bride ; 

A  hapless  lot  I  own— 

’Tis  mine  to  dwell  beneath  the  tide 
In  spirit  life  alone  : 

Dunkerron. 

In  spirit  life!— Oh!  vision  bright! 

This  iove  can  be  no  dream, 

To  glitter  but  with  moonlit  night, 

And  fade  away  with  daylight’s  beam : 

The  Sea-Maiden. 

It  is  no  dream,  with  phantom  daze — 
Love’s  joys  its  truth  divine — 

Dunkerron. 

Oh !  Spirit,  fade  not  from  my  gaze ; 
Thou  shalt  be !  Thou  art  mine ! — 

The  Sea-Maiden. 

Thine !  —If  to  share  my  ocean  home, 
The  dark  wild  waves  below? 


Dunkerron. 

I  care  not ;  life  or  death  may  come— 
Where’er  thou  art  I  go ! 


The  Sea-Maiden  and  Dunkerron. 


Where  yon  sapphire  star 
Strikes  its  shining  bar; 

O’er  the  wave,  o’er  the  foam, 

Is  the  gateway  of  ■  j  home. 


I  will  bear 
Thou  wilt  bear 
Lighting  thee  > 
Lighting  me  \ 


|  the  beam  below, 
the  way  to  go. 


The  Sea-Maiden. 
Wilt  thou  come,  wilt  thou  come? 


Dunkerron. 

I  will  come,  I  will  come  ! 

The  Sea-Maiden. 

Ob  !  come  with  me,  then  come  with  me 
To  my  ocean  home ; 

Dunkerron. 

Under  the  sea,  I  come  with  thee, 

To  thy  ocean  home. 

CHORUS.— Storm  Spirits. 

D<  >wn  through  the  deep 
They  are  fleeting  away ; — 

’Mid  the  eddying  sweep 
lie  calls  her  to  stay. 

Down ! — 

Where  the  cold  waters  creep — 

Where  the  sword  fishes  leap— 

Wh'-re  the  dolphin’s  at  play. 


Down! —  * 

Now  the  moonlight  is  past — 
Down  1 — 

To  the  darkness  at  last; — 

By  tin'  mountain  that  stood 
Bald  ere  the  flood! — 


Down ! — 

Where  the  sea-blossoms  wave — 

Down ! — 

By  the  mariner’s  grave ; — 

Through  the  wide  ocean-desert  and  strand 
They  have  passed  to  the  bright  spirit-land ! 

RECIT.— Sea-King. 

Wherefore  are  ye  calling, 

Stormy  voices ! 

When  the  night  rejoices, 

WTherefore  are  ye  calling?. 

With  bright  flashes, 

Under  moonlit  arches, 

With  broad  flow  and  dashes, 

Round  the  world  the  old  sea  marches; 
Marches  the  never-weary  sea! — 

Oh  infinite  seal 

ARIA.— Sea-King. 

Oh !  the  earth  is  fair  in  plain  and  glade 
In  ■»  alley  and  mountain  range ; 

But  it  changes  as  the  ages  fade, 

While  the  brave  sea  knows  no  change : 
Along  the  shore,  as  in  ages  past, 

His  noisy  foots’ eps  fall, 

And  the  grey  rock  melts  to  his  touch  at  last; 
For  the  sea  rules  all ! 

Yea!  the  sea  rules  all! 

The  land-world  bean  th  many  a  trace 
Of  years  that  have  past  and  gone, 

But  the  sea  laughs  with  the  same  bright  face 
As  when  daylight  first  was  born. 

All  round  'he  earth  goe*  the  restless  flood, 
Drawing  it  to  its  thrall, 

And  the  wave  will  flow  where  the  mountain  stood ; 
For  the  sea  rules  all! 

Yea!  the  sea  rules  all! 

SOLO  and  CHORUS. 

Storm  Spirits. 

Oh  !  Storm  King,  hear  us ; 

Darkness  is  m  ar  us. 

The  darkness  of  disgrace; 

She,  the  daughter  of  thy  race, 
Loving  one  of  mortal  breath, 

Has  bid  him  come 
To  her  spirit  home! 

Say! — is  the  doom  not  death? — 

Sea  King  and  Storm  Spirits. 

Woe  to  the  spirit  that,  false  to  her  race, 

Smiles  on  a  heart  that  is  mortal  in  birth  : 

That  spirit  will  pass,  she  will  leave  not  a  trace. 
And  that  lover  for  ever  be  lost  to  the  earth. 

She,  the  pearl  of  the  sea — she,  the  gem  of  the 
deep — 

Lost  to  die  bright  spirit-land  evermore!— 

Cast  her  away  to  her  long  silent  sleep, 

And  the  lover  hurl  back  to  i  he  sea-lasli’d  shore ! 

Storm  Spirits. 

The  black  clouds  curl  along  the  angry  sky, 
flames  the  wild  lightning  over  all  the  deep, 
The  winds  are  moaning  \\  here  the  salt  waves  fly 
Blind  through  the  darkness,  battling  on  the 
steep ! 

CHORUS.— Sea  Maidens. 

Hail  to  thee!  hail  to  thee!  Child  of  the  earth, 
Hail  to  thee  here  in  the  sea-maiden’s  home: 
Bright  must  the  star  be  that  shone  o’er  thy  birth. 
As  love  'hat  hath  lighted  thee  hither  to  come! 
Fair  f  ough  the  flower*  of  the  land-world  may  be, 
Bri  Titer  the  gems  in  the  realm  of  the  sea; 

Soft  is  the  silver  light  falling  around, 
sweet  doth  the  magic  harp’s  melody  sound; 
Dulcet  as  flute  flow*  the  wave  on  the  strand, 

O’er  green  shining  beryl,  o'er  bright  golden  sand ! 

RECIT.— The  Sea-Maiden. 

Beloved!  beloved!  hither  art  thou  come. 
Following  my  fight  through  the  lone  waste  of 
•he  sea ;  . 

Behold  th’  enchanted  land !  my  spirit  home  !— 
Here  have  I  pow.  r  to  turn— to  welcome  thee! 


ARIA. — The  Sea-Maiijen. 

Our  home  shall  be  on  this  bright  isle, 

A  simple  life  to  live, 

And  know  no  other  word  or  smile 
Than  peace  and  joy  can  give ; 

The  world,  in  vain,  with  lustre  bright, 

Shall  bid  our  hearts  repine, 

For  thee  and  me  a  fairer  light 
On  life  shall  happier  shine  ! 

Our  life  in  love’s  unfading  glow 
With  shining  wave  shall  glide, 

That  beam  shall  chann  its  onward  flow 
As  moonbeam  draws  the  tide  ; 

The  world’s  gay  joy,  illusion  bright, 

With  years  will  all  decline. 

Yet,  still  for  us  the  sweeter  light 
On  life  shall  happier  shine. 

DUET.— The  Sea-Maiden  and  Dunkerron. 

Here  may  we  dwell— may  dwell — 

With  all  life’s  fairest  dow’rs; 

For  joy,  our  hearts  foretell, 

Will  bloom  to  love  like  ours. 

Dunkerron. 

May  life  with  thee  be  free  from  sadness — 

So  free  thy  heart  shall  all  disown 
To  ask  the  future  for  its  gladness. 

Or  sigh  to  call  one  rapture  flown. 

The  Sea-Maiden. 

My  life  with  thee  were  free  of  sadness — 

So  free  my  heart  shall  all  disown 
To  ask  the  future  for  its  gladness. 

Or  sigh  to  call  one  rapture  flown. 

The  Sea-Maiden. 

Yet  ere  I'm  thine  one  deed  must  be  done; 

The  will  of  the  sire  of  my  race  must  be  won ; 
That  word  I  now  seek ;  here  my  coming  await, 
To  bring  thee  my  jov,  or  to  tell  thee  my  fate  : 
The  doom  they  call  death  shall  withhold  me 
alone — 

I  go! 

Dunkerron. 

Spirit,  stay ! — She  is  gone  !  she  is  gone  ! — 
And  the  darkness  unfolds  like  the  night; 

And  the  magic  shores  fade  from  my  sight; 

Star  beam,  azure  column,  all  dashed  in  spray  : 
And  the  wild  waves  arise, 

With  a  myriad  cries, 

To  bear  me  away ! 

Storm  Spirits. 

Roar,  wind  of  the  tempest,  roar 
On  the  storm-beaten  shore  : 

Lo!  the  word  is  spoken, 

And  the  spell  is  broken, 

She,  the  spirit  maid, 

Loving  one  of  mortal  breath 
Passes,  even  as  a  shade, 

Unto  death. 

Dunkerron. 

What  form  do  I  see  through  the  storm  darkness 
there? — 

’Tis  she,  with  the  sea-tangled  weeds  in  her  hair; 
With  the  white  folding  mist  fora  wild  winding- 
sheet  ; 

And  the  cold  human  blood  stains  the  wave  at 
her  feet ! 

Storm  Spirits. 

Roar,  wind  of  the  tempest  roar 
On  the  storm-beaten  shore  ! 

TRIO  and  CHORUS. 

The  Sea-Maiden. 

Where  art  thou, 

Sen  of  a  mortal  race? 

I  hail  thy  Dee 

Through  the  doom  of  death  ! 


T.o!  I  fade  from  thy  embrace, 

As  the  cloud  to  a  breath  : 

Lost !  lost !  thou  wert  my  pride. 

Only  in  death  thy  bride! 

Sea  King. 

Where  art  thou, 

Son  of  a  mortal  race, 

That  brings  disgrace, 

And  the  doom  of  death? 

Lo!  she  fades  from  thy  embrace? 

As  the  cloud  to  a  breath : 

Lost!  lost !  to  us  our  pride, 

Only  in  death  thy  bride  ! 

Dunkerron. 

Where  art  thou, 

Child  of  the  spirit  race? 

Oh !  angel  face, 

Through  the  doom  of  death  ! 

Lo !  to  fade  from  my  embrace, 

As  the  cloud  to  a  breath : 

Lost !  lost !  I  was  thy  pride, 

Only  in  death  my  bride. 

Storm  Spirits  and  Sea  Maidens. 

Lost!  lost!  to  us  our  pride, 

Only  in  death  thy  bride  ! 

Storm  Spirits. 

'I 

The  black  clouds  curl  along  the  angry  sky, 
Flames  the  wild  lightning  over  all  the  deep, 
The  winds  are  moaning  where  the  salt  waves  fly 
Blind  through  the  darkness,  battling  on  the 
steep ! 

Sea  King  and  Storm  Spirits. 

Hurl  him  back ! — hurl  him  back ! — 
Where  the  tide  wave’s  track 
Tosses  the  spray : 

Arise! 

With  myriad  cries, 

To  hurl  him  away! 

Dunkerron. 

The  waves  on  my  track 
Tossing  the  spray 
Ari-e ! 

With  myriad  cries. 

To  bear  me  away ! 

FINALE.— Serfs. 

The  dark  storm  is  past,  but  the  day  cometh  late, 
All  night  has  the  watch-dog  howl’d  at  the  gate ; 
Where  is  the  Lord  of  Dunkerron — Oh  !  where? 
In  the  Hall: — No,  not  there!  In  the  Cham¬ 
ber! — Not  there ! 

Sea-Maidens. 

The  night  waneth  fast  but  the  stars  linger  late, 
All  night  they  watched  forth'-  sea-maiden’s  fate  : 
Hush  the  wild  harp,  o’er  the  sea,  in  the  air, 
Hush  the  harp  in  despair!  To  our  weeping 
despair ! 

Serfs. 

Where  the  broad  sea  rushes  in  with  a  shout, 
Where  the  wreck  is  cast  up  and  the  winds  wail 
about, 

Where  the  tide  through  the  chasm  flies  back 
with  a  roar,  ,  . 

The  Lord  of  Dunkerron  lies  dashed  on  tlm  shore  : 
Silent  in  death,  all  alone  on  the  shore ! 

Sea-Maidens. 

When  o’er  the  sea,  all  the  moonbeams  are  out, 
When  the  night-star  is  up,  and  the  winds  roam 
about  : 

Oh  !  ne'er  will  the  sea-maiden  come— nevermore ! 
All  lost  to  our  rite  on  the  song-haunted  shore  : 
Lost  to  the  bright  spirit-land  evermore ! 


MUSIC.- 

THE  FOSTER  CLUB  CONCERT. 

The  Foster  Club  gave  the  first  concert  of  its 
seventh  season,  at  Kennedy  Hall,  on  Friday  evening. 
The  programme  was  made  up  as  follows:  “  Just  Judge 
of  Heaven,”  contralto  solo  and  chorus,  G.  M.  Garrett; 
part  song,  “Fairy  Song,”  G.  E.  Whiting;  “Bride  of 
Dunkerron,”  dramatic  cantata,  Henry  Smart.  The  first 
named  is  an  earnestly  written  work,  and  with  some  fine 
effects,  the  most  noteworthy  of  which  were  in  the  fourth 
|  stanza— “  Why  then  cast  down  my  Soul?”— and  in  the 
last  stanza — “  Then  will  I  there  fresh  altars  raise.”  The 
work,  however,  would,  we  think,  be  all  the  better  for  a 
little  excision.  The  force  of  some  of  the  words  is  lost  by 
repetition;  and  as  this  repetition  is  accompanied  with  a 
new  setting,  the  impression  made  is  that  the  author  is 
experimenting  with  his  music  and  his  hearers.  Mr. 
Whiting’s  part-song  is  an  elaborate  piece  of  writing, 
somewhat  after  the  manner  of  modern  German  writers; 
somewhat  over-elaborate,  if  anything,  but,  on  the  whole, 
a  pleasing  composition.  Mr.  Smart’s  cantata  is  an  am¬ 
bitious  production.  It  is  certainly  carefully  written, 
and  deserves  respectful  consideration  on  that  account,  if 
for  nothing  else.  Its  worst  fault  is  its  want  of  origi¬ 
nality.  One  is  frequently  haunted  by  strains  which 
have  a  familiar  sound.  Thus,  in  the  duet  “Hark!  those 
spirit  voices,”  the  concluding  phrase  is  like  half  the  con¬ 
cluding  phrases  in  duets  in  Italian  operas.  The  concerted 
movements  are  the  best  in  the  work,  and  some  of  the 
choruses  are  full  of  vigor  and  character.  There 
is,  we  think,  a  steady  improve'metjt  in  the  work  from  its 
beginning,  the  last  portions  being  far  superior  to  the 
beginning.  The  plot  of  the  work  bears  a  strong  resem¬ 
blance  to  the  story  of  “Lurline  and  the  Lorleyberg;”  its 
ending  is  more  tragic— the  nymph  and  her  lover  both 
being  annihilated.  The  text  is  poor  stuff,  in  some  in¬ 
stances  being  but  a  school-boyish  sort  of  rhyming.  The  j 
choral  performances  throughout  were  good,  for  which 
;ye  may  thank  the  director,  Mr.  Whiting.  But  the  solos 
were  not  up  to  the  standard  attained  at  the  previous 
concerts  of  the  club,  for  which  reason  we  omit  the  men¬ 
tion  of  the  names  of  the  soloists,  an  omission  which  is  j 
quite  in  order,  as  no  names  were  given  on  the  pro-  j 
gramme.  We  wish,  however,  to  commend  the  perform-  I 
ances  of  the  tenor  (unknown  to  us),  who  sang  the  part  of  j 
the  Lord  of  Dunterron  in  the  cantata;  they  were  some¬ 
what  wanting  in  color,  but  the  voice  was  of  a  good  qual¬ 
ity  and  well  managed. 


A  Fine  Concert  qt  the  Highland*. 

The  Foster  Club,  an  association  of  mu-ical  artists  of 
the  southsrn  portion  of  the  city,  formed  for  the  purpose 
of  practice  in  chorus  and  cantata  singing,  gave  a  very  - 
enjoyable  entertainment  on  Friday  evening,  at  Kennedy  ■ 
Hall,  on  Warren  street.  This  company  is  composed  cf 
about  fifty  amateur  singers.  It  has  never  had  an  organ- 
ization,  but  has  met  for  several  years  at  the  house  of  Mr. 
George  i<\>bter,  whose  interest  and  efficiency  in  its  work 
it  has  recognized  by  taking  his  name  as  its  designation. 
There  was  a  very  large  attendance  ac  its  concert,  in 
which  were  represented  the  best  ueopleof  the  Highlands. 
The  performance  was  finished  and  pleasing  in  no  ordi¬ 
nary  degree,  and  reflected  much  credit  upon  tne  perform¬ 
ers  concerned  in  it,  as  well  as  conferred  a  rare  pleasure 
upon  those  who  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  present  as 
auditors.  Mr.  Geo.  E.  Whiting  was  the  pianist  and  con¬ 
ductor.  The  first  piece  was  the  contralto  solo  and 
chorus,  “Just  Judge  of  Heaven,”  by  Geo.  M.  Gassett, 
which  was  rendered  with  much  taste  and  precision. 
This  was  followed  by  a  Part  Fairy  Song  by  Geo.  E. 
Whiting,  in  which  the  delicate  character  of  expression 
given  by  the  composer  was  most  felicitously  interpreted. 
The  chief  piece  of  the  evening  was  “The  Bride  of  Dun- 
kerron,”  a  dramatic  cantata,  by  Henry  Smart.  This  occu¬ 
pied  over  an  hour  in  its  performance,  and  was  given  in  a 
highly  dramatic  and  effective  style.  The  solos  were  by 
Mr.  Chenery  (tenor),  Dr.  Bullard  (baritone),  and  Mrs. 
Bullard  (soprano).  The  descriptive  music  of  the  piece, 
in  its  passionate  and  romantic  character,  was  admirably 
realized.  The  singers  entered  fully  into  its  atmosphere. 
The  baritone  voice  was  an  exceptionally  fine  one;  the  - 
tenor  was  remarkably  pure  and  perfect  in  its  style;  and 
the  soprano  singer,  though  displaying  less  natural  gifts, 
is  to  be  commended  for  thoroughly  artistic  execution. 
The  choruses  showed  that  there  was  in  the  club  not  only 
the  genuine  feeling  of  the  true  musician,  but  that  it  had 
been  seconded  by  a  thoroughly  conscientious  training. 
Nothing  less  would  have  been  adequate  to  produce  such 
a  finished  and  truly  gratifying  performance  as  that-; 
which  this  concert  afiorded. 

...  .  .  _ Li .  .  ■  -  —  ■  - - - 


THE  FOSTER  CLUB  CONCERT.. 

The  Fost  er  Club  g^e  the  first  concert  of  their' 
seventh  season  on  Finlay  evening  Fist,  in  Kennedy 
Hall,  Highlands.  The  hall  is  anew  one,  neat  and 
commodious,  and  will  douotless  be  a  great  conve¬ 
nience  to  the  amusement-loving  residents  of  the 
Highlands. 

The  audience  filled  the  seats  and  overflowed  into 
the  aisles  and  galleries.  The  concerts  of  the  club, 
like  those  of  the  Apollo  and  Boylston  clubs,  are 
always  private. 

The  principal  feature  of  the  programme  was  a 
diamaJic  cantato  by  Henry  Smart,  entitled  “The 
Bride  of  Dunkerron.” 

The  music  is  brilliant,  the  choruses  being  de¬ 
cidedly  the  best,  as  well  as  the  most  effective,  part 
of  the  work,  as  they  were  the  best  done.  The  sing¬ 
ing  of  the  club  was  excellent,  being  characterized 
by  great  precision  and  accuracy,  promptness  in 
attack  and  delicacy  of  shading,  with  perfect  sub¬ 
jection  to  the  conductor’s  will.  The  rest  of  the 
programme  was  made  up  of  an  anthem,  “Just 
Judge  of  Heaven,”  by  Garrett,  another  English 
composer,  and  a  part  song  by  G.  E.  Whiting,  both 
of  which  were  sung  in  the  same  excellent  manner. 
The  solos  were  sung  by  Dr.  and  Mrs.  E.  C.  Bullard, 
Mrs.  Drake  and  Mr.  Chenery. 

The  steady  policy  of  the  Foster  club  has  been,  as 
many  of  our  readers  doubtless  know,  to  produce  m 
rapid  succession,  and  in  the  worthiest  attainable 
manner,  the  best  new  vocal  music  by  the  best  for¬ 
eign  and  native  composers.  The  list  of  works  pro¬ 
duced  at  their  various  concerts  includes  “Para¬ 
dise  and  the  Peri”  and  “The  Ancient  Mariner,”  by 
J.  F.  Barnet;  “Rebekah,”  by  Barnby;  Weber’s 
music  to  “Oberon,”  entire;  Rossini’s  Mass,  Gou¬ 
nod’s  Mass,  several  important  works  by  Spohr  and 
Gade,  and  various  compositions  of  home  comoos- 
ers. .  in  this  way  the  club  has  done,  and  is  doing, 
important  work  In  making  known  much  sterling 
mv°*c  with  which  we  would  otherwise  remain  un- 
ac<^  Anted. 

They  will  take  up  immediately  a  cantata  by  Mr. 
Tr  -i  it  mg,  written  to  the  words  of  Longfellow’s 
Skeleton  in  Armor,”  and  entitled  “The  Vikings’ 

tory.”  X.  Y. 

—  ■  - -  —  - 

\  The  Foster  Club  Concert .  A  very  enjoyable  con- 
!  itt  was  that  of  the  Foster  Club,  last  evening,  at  the 
new  Kennedy  Hall  on  Warren  street,  Highlands. 
This  club  is  composed  of  about  forty  ladies  and  gen¬ 
tlemen,  who  practise  weekly,  under  the  direction  of 
Mr.  George  E.  Whiting,  and  once  or  twice  during  the 
winter  season  invite  their  friends  to  hear  the  result 
of  their  labors.  Last  evening’s  programme  consist¬ 
ed  of  an  alto  solo  and  chorus,  “Just  judge  of 
Heaven,”  by  Garrett,  a  very  charming  part-song,  by 
Mr.  Whiting,  to  the  worda  of  Keats’s  fairy  song 
“Shed  no  Tear,”  which  was  beautifully  sung,  and  a 
dramatic  cants f a,  “The  Bride  of  Dunkerron,”  by 
Henry  Smart,  w/h  solos  for  soprano,  tenor  and  bass. 
A  single  hearing  of  this  work  is  not  sufficient  for  its 
thorough  comprehension,  but  It  contains  much  that 
is  interesting,  and  the  club  deserves  the  thanks  of 
music-lovers  for  its  production.  The  solos  were  fine¬ 
ly  sung  by  Dr.  and  Mrs.  E.  C.  Bullard  and  Mr.  C. 
Chenery. 


THE  E°STER  CLUB  CON CEli 

A  very  interesting  concert  was  given,  loret 
evening,  by  the  Foster  Club,  composed  of  some  fifty 
mixed  voices,  at  Kennedy’s  Hall.  Highland  District. 
A  lively  interest  was  felt  by  the  members,  and 
those  present  as  audience,  in  the  first  public  per¬ 
formance  of  a  new  Work,  a  cantata  by  the  English 
writer,  Henry  Smart,  entitled  the  “Bride  of  Dun¬ 
kerron,”  the  story  being  romantic  and  fanciful,  and 
the  music,  both  in  vocal  and  orchestral  scores,  of 
that  modern  unsevere  English  style,  after  Burnet  or 
Sullivan— so  much  more  pleasantly  adapted  to  choirs 
and  societies  of  such  small  pretentions  to  numbers. 
The  argument  is  as  follows:  The  Lord  oi  Dun¬ 
kerron  becomes  enamored  of  a  sea  maiden  and  seeks 
her  for  his  bride.  She  has  not  the  power  to  quit  her 
element,  and  he  follows  her  to  her  spirit  home. 
The  Sea  King,  her  father,  objects  to  the  union, 
and  with  the  storm  spirits  condemn  her  to  death  for 
loving  a  mortal  who  is  driven  from  the  spirit  land 
and  cast  back  by  the  tempest,  to  the  shores  of  the 
upper  world.  The  sea  spirits  lament  the  loss  of  the 
maiden,  and  the  serfs  of  the  Castle  of  Dunkerron  the 
death  of  their  master.  The  soloists  were  Mr.  Chenery 
as  Dunkerron,  Dr.  Bullard  as  the  Sea  King,  and 
Mrs.  Bullaid  as  the  maiden,  and  the  director  was 
Mr.  George  E.  Whiting.  After  an  interesting  pre¬ 
lude  for  the  piano,  the  chorus  of  sea  maidens  and 
serfs  is  heard,  followed  by  an  orchestral  “intermez¬ 
zo,”  when  Dunkerron.  who  is  wanderiug  by  the  shores 
of  the  sea  in  search  of  the  maiden,  gives  a  beauti¬ 
ful  recitative  and  air  full  of  tender  sentiment, which  is 
replied  to  by  the  maiden, who  entices  her  lover  to  make 
his  home  with  her  in  the  ocean.  Then  follows  the 
wrath  of  the  Sea  King,  her  father,  at  the  temerity  of 
his  daughter  aud  the  hardihood  of  the  lover,  and  the 
i  subsequent  death  of  both.  The  whole  story  is  graphi- 
j  cally  given  in  song,  and  the  score  is  replete  with  mel¬ 
ody  and  apt  composition.  Both  were  well  brought 
i  out  in  every  phase  of  dialogue  and  chorus,  and  re- 
rcflected  the  intelligent  interpretation  of  their  con¬ 
ductor,  Mr.  Whiting.  Mr.  Chenery  has  a  tine  tenor 
voice,  and  uses  it  quite  like  an  artist,  and  all  he  had 
to  do  was  most  acceptably  and  agreeably  given— no¬ 
ticeably  in  bis  opening  song,  “The  Full  Moon  is 
Beaming.”  Mrs.  Bullar^qg  the  sea  maiden, w.as  praise¬ 
worthy  aud  intelligent.  l)r.Bullard,as  the  Sea  King.vras 
comT-tcnt  and  dramatically  in  accord  with  his  rela¬ 
tionship  to  his  subject.  He  is  a  very  intelligent 
singer  and  is  always  gratefully  heard.  The  dub  has 
many  friends  at  the  Highlands  and  they  were  a^eia- 
bled  in  large  numbers.  This  is  the  seventh  season  of 
the  club,  which  is  in  the  full  tide  of  success.  Its 
members  have  a  very  able  conductor  in  Mr.  Whiting 
and  their  board  of  management,  principally  in  the 
persons  of  Mr.  Allan  A.  Brown  and  Mr.  George  Fos¬ 
ter,  is  efficient  and  persevering  in  its  efforts  for  the 
growth  and  prosperity  of  the  club. 


SEVENTH  SEASON. 


voCSp  dOiVd^ST, ' 


BY  THE 


FOSTER  CLUB 


KENNEDY  HALL, 


\YarTeri  $ti‘eet,  Boston 


APRIL  24,  1874. 


1. 


BENEDICTUS, 


Ifflltr. 


2.  PART  SONG,  Little  Celandine,  . 

Pansies,  lilies,  kingcups,  daisies, 

Let  them  live  upon  their  praises; 

Long  as  there’s  a  sun  that  sets, 
Primroses  will  have  their  glory; 

Long  as  there  are  violets, 

They  wi  1  have  a  place  in  sto  v; 

There’s  a  flower  that  shall  be  mine, 

’Tis  the,  little  celandine! 


Gounod . 


Ere  a  leaf  is  on  a  bush, 

In  the  time  before  the  thrush 
Has  a  thought  about  i  s  n^ct, 

Thou  wilt  come  with  half  a  call, — 
'Spreading  out  thy  glossy  breast 
Like  a  ca-eless  prodigal, 

Telling  tales  about  the  sun 
When  we’ve  little  warmth  or  none. 


Ill  befall  the  yellow  flowers, 
Children  of  die  flaring  hours; 
Buttercups  that  will  b  *  seen, 

AVh*  tlier  wc  will  see  or  no ;  » 
Others  too,  <>f  lofty  mien, 

They  have  done  as  worldlings  do, 
Taken  praise  that  should  be  thine, 
Little,  humble  Celandine! 


3.  SLUMBER  SONG,  from  “Paradise  and  the  Peri,” 

(Soprano  Solo  and  Chorus.) 


Schumann. 


4.  PART  SONG,  “  Ye  Spotted  Snakes,” 

You  spotted  snakes  with  double  tongue, 

Thorny  liedge-liogs  be  not  seen  ! 

Newts  and  blind  worms  do  no  wrong! 

Come  not  near  our  fairy  qu  en  ! 

Philomel,  with  melody, 

India,  lulla,  lullaby;  lulla,  lullu,  lullaby; 
Never  harm,  nor  spell,  nor  charm, 

Come  our  lovely  lady  nisrh, — 

So  good  night,  with  lullaby. 


G.  A.  Macfarren. 

Weaving  spiders,  come  not  here  ! 

Ilence  you  lmg-legg'd  spiders,  hence! 
Beetles  black,  approach  not  near! 

Worm  nor  snail,  do  no  offence! 

Philomel,  with  melody,  &c. 


PART  II. 


“THE  VIKING’S  STORY,”  a  Cantata,  for  3  solo  voices  &  chorus,  Geo.  E.  Whiling. 


No.  1.  Chorus. 

“Soeak!  speak!  thou  fearful  guest! 
Who,  with  thy  ho’low  breast 
( 'omest  to  daunt  me ! 

Wrapt  not  in  Eastern  balms, 

But  with  thy  fleshless  palms 
Stretched,  as  if  asking  alms, 

Why  dost  thou  haunt  me?” 

No.  2.  Chorus. 

Then,  from  those  cavernous  eyes 
Pah*  flashes  seemed  to  rise. 

As  when  the  Northern  skies 
Gleam  in  December; 

And,  like  the  water’s  flow 
Under  December  s  snow, 

Came  a  dull  voice  of  woe 
From  the  heart’s  chamber. 


No.  3.  Baritone  Soi.o. 

“  T  was  a  Viking  old ! 

My  deeds,  though  manifold, 

No  Skald  in  song  has  told, 

No  Saga  taught  thee ! 

Take  hee  ',  that  in  thy  verse 
Thou  dost  the  tale  rehearse, 

Else  dread  a  dead  man’s  curse; 
For  this  I  sought  thee. 

“Far  in  flm  Northern  Land, 

Bv  the  wild  Baltic’s  strand, 

I,  with  mv  ch  ldish  hand, 

Tamed  the  gerfalcon ; 

And,  with  my  skates  fast-bound, 
Skimmed  the  half-frozen  Sound. 
That  the  poor  whimpering  hound 
Trembled  to  walk  on. 


“  Oft  to  his  frozen  lair 
Tracked  I  the  grisly  bear, 

While  from  my  path  the  hare 
lied  like  a  shadow; 

Oft  through  the  forest  dark 
Follow  d  the  were-wolf’s  bark, 

Until  the  soaring  lark 
Sang  from  the  meadow. 

No.  4.  Chorus. 

“But  when  T  older  grew, 

Joining  a  corsair’s  crew, 

O’er  the  dark  sea  I  flew 
With  'lie  marauders. 

Wild  was  the  life  we  led  ; 

Many  the  souls  that  sped, 

Many  the  hear.s  that  bled, 

By  our  stern  orders. 

“  Many  a  wassail-bout 
Wore  the  long  Winter  out; 

Often  our  midnight  shout 
Set  the  cocks  crowing, 

As  we  the  Berserk’s  tale 
Measured  in  cups  of  ale, 

Draining  the  oaken  pail, 

Filled  to  o’erflowing. 

No.  5.  Soprano  Solo. 

“  Once  as  I  told  in  glee 
Tales  of  the  stormy  sea, 

Soft  eyes  did  gaze  on  me, 

Burning  yet  tender; 

And  as  the  white  stars  shine 
On  the  dark  Norway  pine, 

On  that  dark  heart  of  mine 
Fell  their  soft  splendor. 

“  I  wooed  the  blue-eyed  maid, 
Yielding,  yet  half  afraid, 

And  in  the  fore  st’s  shade 
Our  vows  were  plighted. 

Under  its  loosened  vest 
Fluttered  her  little  breast, 

Like  birds  within  their  nest 
By  the  hawk  frighted. 

No.  6.  March  and  Chorus. 

“  Bright  in  her  father’s  hall 
Shields  gleamed  upon  ihe  wall, 

Loud  sang  the  minstrels  all, 
Chanting  Ms  glory ; 

When  of  o  d  Hildebrand 
I  asked  his  daughter’s  hand, 

Mute  did  the  minstrels  stand 
To  hear  my  story. 

“  While  the  brown  ale  he  quaffed, 
Loud  then  the  champion  laughed, 
And  as  the  wind-gusts  waft 
The  sea-foam  brightly, 

So  the  loud  laugh  of  scorn, 

Out  of  those  lips  unshorn, 

From  the  deep  drinking-horn 
Blew  the  foam  lightly. 

No.  7.  Baritone  Solo. 

“  She  was  a  Prince’s  child, 

I  but  a  Viking  wild, 

And  though  she  blushed  and  smiled, 
1  was  discarded ! 

Should  not  the  dovt  s  so  wh'te 
Follow  the  sea-mew’s  flight, 

Why  did  they  leave  that  night 
Iler  nest  unguarded? 


No.  8.  Chorus. 

“  Scarce  had  I  put  to  sea, 

Bearing  the  maid  with  me, 

Fairest  of  all  was  she 
Among  the  Norsemen ! 

When  on  the  white  sea-strand, 
Waving  his  armed  hand, 

Saw  we  old  Hildebrand, 

With  twenty  horsemen. 

“Then  launched  they  to  the  blast, 
Bent  like  a  reed  each  mast, 

Yet  we  were  gaining  fast, 

When  the  wind  failed  us; 

And  with  a  sudden  flaw 
Came  round  the  gusty  Skaw, 

So  that  ou>-  foe  we  saw 
Laugh  as  he  hailed  us. 

“  \nd  as  to  catch  the  gale 
Round  veered  the  flapping  sail, 
Death  !  was  the  helmsman’s  hail, 
Death  without  quarter! 

’Mid-ships  with  iron  keel 
Struck  we  her  ribs  of  steel; 

Doivn  her  black  hulk  did  reel 
Through  the  black  water! 

As  with  his  wings  aslant, 

Sails  the  fierce  cormorant, 

Seeking  some  rocky  haunt, 

With  his  prey  laden, 

So  toward  the  open  main, 

Beating  to  sea  again, 

Through  the  wild  hurricane, 

Bore  I  the  maiden. 

“  Three  weeks  we  westward  boi*e, 
And  when  the  storm  was  o’er, 
Cloud-like  we  saw  the  shore 
Stretching  to  lee-ward; 

There  for  my  lady’s  bower 
Built  I  th**  lofty  tower, 

Which,  to  this  very  hour, 

Stands  looking  sea-ward. 

No.  9.  Tenor  Solo. 

“  There,  lived  we  many  years; 

Time  dried  the  maiden’s  tears; 

Sh<*  had  forgot  her  fears, 

She.  was  a  mother: 

Death  closed  her  mild  blue  eyes, 
Under  that  tower  she  lies; 

Ne’er  shall  the  sun  arise 
On  such  another! 

No.  10.  Soprano  Solo  and  Chorus. 

“  Si  ill  grew  my  bosom  then, 

Still  as  a  stagnant  fen! 

Hateful  to  me  were  men, 

The  sun-light  hateful ! 

In  the,  vast  forest  here, 

Clad  in  my  warlike  gear, 

Fell  I  upon  my  spear, 

O,  death  was  grateful ! 

“Thus,  seamed  with  many  scars 
But stiner  the«e  piison  bars, 

Up  to  its  native  stars 
My  soul  ascended ! 

There  from  the  flowing  bowl 
Deep  drinks  the  warrior’s  soul, 
Skoal!  to  the  Northland!  skoal!" 
Thus  the  tale  ended. 


Longfellow 


EVENING  TRANSCRIPT 


SATURDAY,  Al’KIL  *5,  18*4. 


MUSICAL. 

The  Foster  Club  closed  its  seventh  season  last 
evening  with  a  very  successful  private  concert  to 
invited  friends,  at  Kennedy  Hall  in  the  High¬ 
lands.  The  programme  was  of  the  high  character 
which  is  invariable  in  the  entertainments  of  the 
club,  and  began  with  a  fine  benedictus  by 
Hiller.  The  second  number,  a  charmingly  delicate 
part-song  by  Gounod,  ‘‘Little  Celandine,”  was 
beautifully  rendered,— the  piano  and  pianissimo 
effects  being  specially  well  brought  out,— and  was 
heartily  encored.  The  “Slumber  Song”  (soprano 
solo  and  chorus),  from  Schumann’s  “Paradise  and 
the  Peri,”  and  a  part-song  by  Maefarren,  for  fe¬ 
male  voices,  “Ye  Spotted  Snakes,”  the  latter  of 
w  hich  was  excellently  sung,  and  repeated  in  re¬ 
sponse  to  the  demand  of  the  audience,  completed 
the  first  part  of  the  programme.  The  second  part 
consisted  of  a  cantata  for  three  solo  voices  and 
chorus,  written  by  Mr.  George  E.  Whiting,  the 
conductor  of  the  club,  the  w  ords  being  Longfel¬ 
low’s  “Viking’s  Story.”  This  is  a  very  striking 
composition,  entirely  modern  in  its  style,  dif¬ 
ficult  of  execution ,  and  not  easily  comprehended 
at  a  single  hearing. 

The  audience,  however,  thoroughly  enjoyed  its 
more  melodic  portions,  and  gave  the  singers  well- 
deserved  credit  for  their  excellent  performance  of 
a  difficult  task.  The  “March  and  Chorus,”  No.  6, 
were  specially  well  rendered  and  received,  and 
throughout  the  cantata  the  performers  seemed  to 
be  thoroughly  impressed  by  the  weird  character 
of  the  composition,  and  gave  almost  faultless  ren¬ 
derings  of  the  several  numbers.  The  soprano 
song,  “Once  as  I  told  in  glee”— to  our  thinking  the 

f  ern  of  the  cantata— was  beautifully  and  taste- 
ully  sung  by  Mrs.  C.  R.  Howard,  who  also  sustain¬ 
ed,  most  acceptably,  the  difficult  solo  in  the  finale. 
Dr.  Bullard  sang  the  two  baritone  solos  of  the 
“Viking”  with  his  now  familiar  skill  and  power, 
winning  hearty  applause ;  and  the  single  tenor 
solo  was  very  feelingly  and  effectively  sung  by 
Mr.  A.  A.  Brown,  who  was  also  warmly  applaud¬ 
ed.  Since  the  days  of  the  famous  and  now  much- 
lamented  “Parker  Club,”  seldom,  if  ever,  has  an 
equally  enjoyable  performance  of  this  kind  been  ; 
given  in  Boston,  and  the  gratitude  of  both  club  I 
and  audience  is  due  to  Messrs.  Foster,  Brovrn  and 
Whiting,  who  have  spared  no  labor  or  time  to 
bring  about  so  satisfactory  a  result.  ! 


?  '  FOSTER  CLUB  CONCERT. C 
Very  acceptable  proved  to  be  the  concert 
in  Kennedy  Hall,  Highlands,  last  evening,  by  the 
Foster  Club,  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  George 
E.  Whiling.  The  first  half  of  the  programme 
included  a  Benedictus  by  Hiller,  a  part-song  “  Little 
Celandine,’’  by  Gounod,  slumber  song  from  Schu¬ 
mann’s  “  Paradise  and  the  Peri,”  and  Macfarren’s 
part-song  “Ye  Spotted  Snakes.”  The  second  part 
was  devoted  to  “  Tbe  Viking’s  Story,”  a  cantata  by 
Mr.  Whiting,  being  music  for  three  solo  voices  and 
chorus,  set  to  Longfellow’s  poem  “  The  Skeleton  in 
Armor.”  It  was  most  excellently  given,  the  most 
1  praise  being  due  on  account  of  the  difficult 
and  florid  style  in  which  some  of  the  parts 
of  the  cantata  were  written.  The  voices  of  so¬ 
loists  and  chorus  were  all  very  smooth  and  agreeable, 
and  the  weird  measures  of  the  verse,  as  set  to  music, 
were  in  numerous  instances  presented  with  a  fulness 
of  meaning  they  never  seemed  to  possess  before.  Yet 
some  of  them,  though  almost  faultlessly  rendered, 
both  as  regards  style  and  vigor,  did  not  correspond 
with  the  grim  character  of  the  poem.  The  task  of 
wedding  the  words  to  music  was,  however,  a  difficult 
one,  and  Mr.  Whiting  displayed  in  the  concert  of  last 
evening  tbe  marks  of  the  real  artist  in  his  composi¬ 
tion  no  less  than  in  his  efficiency  as  a  conductor. 


^fllUSiC  AND  THE  STAGE. 

V  '  ■  ft  A  *  CiAf-  tfvLi  \  i 

Foster  Club  Concert.— The  concert  of  the  Fos¬ 
ter  CJub  at  Kennedy  Hall,  on  Friday  evening,  wag 
largely  attended  ana  very  successful  in  the  pro  e  na¬ 
tion  of  a  fine  programme.  The  club  sang  with  eo.n- 
m  enviable  union  and  with  constant  evidence  of  carefui 
1  ractice.  As  at  the  other  concert  this  season  a  beami  - 
fid  balance  of  voices  was  noticeable  throughout  ali 
the  chorus  sinking  and  the  solo  performances  were  of 
a  vciy  high  order.  The  lir.d  part  of  tile  concert  wai 
devoted  to  miscellaneous  numbers;  the  secon  1  part 
io  a  production  of  Mr.  Geo.  E.  Whiting’s  Cantata  tor 
tin te  solo  voices  and  chorus,  entitled  “The  Viking’s 
Story,”  u  setting  of  Longfellow’s  “-’keleioa  in  Ar¬ 
il,  or.  The  concert  opened  with  a  fervent  render¬ 
ing  ot  a  Benedictus  by  Heller.  Gounod’s  Part  Song, 
“Lutle  Celandine”  was  next  performed,  the  number 
pr<  ving  as  bright  and  sweet  as  anything  we  have 
heard  this  winter.  It  was  as  dainty  and  perfect  as  the 
coloring  of  a  flower’s  petal-  The  Slumber  Song  from 
Schumann's  “  Paradise  and  the  Peri”  was  sung  > 
very  l-eautifully,  the  Soprano  Solo  being  finely 
rendered.  Macrarren’s  part  song  for  women’s 
voices,  “  Ye  Spotted  Snakes,”  charmingly  deliver¬ 
ed,  concluded  _  the  first  part  of  the  evening’s 
p  easure.  The  cantata  occupied  about  an  hour  in  its 
delivery.  Alter  one  kindly  criticism,  we  have  the 
highest  praise  to  bestow  on  the  work.  It  seems  to  us 
that  the  composer  has  approached  the  line  of  mo¬ 
notony  in  form,  in  that  in  every  number  of  the  can¬ 
tata  the  poet’s  words  are  again  and  again  repeated. 
Although  a  most  effective  and  expressive  mode  of  treat¬ 
ing  short  poems,  sot  to  music,  it  by  constant  use  loses 
effect.  But  beyond  this  the  highest  and  strongest  plea¬ 
sure  was  afforded  by  the  work.  The  choruses  are 
carefully  ui  ited  in  sentiment  with  the  poetry,  and 
several  of  them  are  admirably  conceive  1.  No.  6,  a 
march  and  chorus,  is  a  fine  examale  of  the  declama¬ 
tory  style;  and  No.  8,  the  longest  of  the  work,  finely 
expresses  the  voyage,  and  closes  most  gracefully.  The  j 
Solos  were  very  finely  sung.  The  first  soprano  solo,  j 
“Once  I  told  in  glee,”  was  given  with  especial  beau-  i 
ty.  The  work  of  the  baritone  soloist  and  the  single  j 
tenor  solo  were  both  much  to  be  admired.  The  au¬ 
dience  found  great  delight  *in  the  concert,  and  ap-  j 
plause  was  very  frequent. 


The  Foster  Club  gave  its  last  concert  of  its  seventh 
season,  in  Kennedy  Hall,  on  Friday  evening.  The  per¬ 
formances  were  of  a  high  order  throughout,  quite  equal, 
in  some  respects,  to  anything  done  by  the  club  before; 
better,  if  full  allowance  be  made  for  the  difficulties  of  the 
principal  work  presented.  The  first,  part  comprised  a 
Benedictus,  Hida;  Celandine,  &  dainty  little  part-song, 
Gounod;  Slumber-song,  solo  and  chorus,  from  Schu¬ 
mann’s  Paradise  and  the  Peri;  and  Ye  Spotted  Snakes,  a 
graphic  piece  of  part-song  writing,  for  female  voices,  by 
Macfarren.  The  second  part  was  Mr.  George  E.  Whit¬ 
ing’s  cantata,  The  Viking's  Story,  the  words  from  Long¬ 
fellow’s  Skeleton  in  Armor.  The  work  is  extremely 
melodic  throughout,  with  much  that  is  fresh  and  spirit¬ 
ed  in  form,  and  with  accompaniments  that  are  full  of 
striking  passages.  There  is,  perhaps,  too  much 
work  in  the  piano  part  to  make  it  acceptable 
on  a  single  hearing.  The  hearer  is  somewhat  distracted 
by  his  divided  attention.  Nor  is  the  vocal  part  always 
interesting;  the  singers  are  so  often  obliged  to  sing  at 
the  extreme  upper  limit  of  their  voices  that  expression 
is  nearly  obliterated.  Mr.  Whiting  was  apparently  pre¬ 
vented  by  the  uniform  measure  of  the  verse  from  giving 
to  the  music  the  variety  which  works  of  this  sort  de¬ 
mand.  But  he  is  not  the  first  composer  who  has  be¬ 
wailed  the  lack  of  suitable  “books.”  The  story  is  told 
In  the  first  person,  throughout,  but  the  solos  are  assign¬ 
ed  to  baritone,  soprano  and  tenor,  thus  treating  the 
voices  more  after  the  manner  of  instruments,  a  peculiar¬ 
ity  also  existing  in  the  chorus  parts.  These  solos  were 
effectively  sung  by  Dr.  Bullard,  Mrs.  Charles  R.  How¬ 
ard  and  Mr.  Allen  Brown.  Much  of  the  choral  work 
is  in  unison,  but  other  portions  show  that  the  composer 
has  studied  harmony  with  good  results.  The  frequent 
repetitions  of  the  text  sometimes  seem  to  be  useless,  but 
it  may  be  that  the  repetitious  are  necessary  for  the  de¬ 
velopment  of  the  musical  idea;  but  this  explanation 
will  not  always  account  for  the  reiterated  musical 
phrases.  On  the  whole,  Mr.  Whiting  may  be  congratu¬ 
lated  on  his  work;  and,  with  the  club,  commended  for 
the  excellent  performance,  which  was  given  with  the 
piano  accompaniments  played  by  himself  and  under  his 
direction. 


The  Foster  Club  gave  a  remarkably  fine  concert  at 
Kennedy  Hall,  Boston  Highlands,  on  'Friday  evening. 
Mr.  Whiting’s  cantata,  “The  Viking’s  Story,”  founded 
upon  Longfellow’s  poem  of  that  name,  was  the  principal 
feature  of  the  entertainment,  and  was  warmly  received 
by  the  large  audience  present,  who  were  unanimous  in 
their  appreciation  of  its  high  merits.  The  selections 
wore  of  an  unusual  order  of  merit,  and  were  interpreted 
in  that  artistic  manner  that  is  proverbial  with  this  excel¬ 
lent  organization,  which  is  now  in  the  seventh  year  of  its 
useful  and  progressive  career.  The  entertainment  was 
altogether  delightful,  and  was  heartily  'enjoyed  by  the 
critical,  large,  and  fashionable  assemblage  present  on 
the  occasion.  ■ _ 


EIGHTH  SEASON 


J 


VOCAL  CONCERT 


Mechanics  Hall 

JANUARY  18,  1876 


PROGRAMME 


1.  “0  DEUS,  EGO  AMO  TE,”  Motett, . J.  G.  Oal/cott. 

2.  PART  SONG,  " The  Lullaby  of  Life,"  ....  Henry  Leslie. 

3.  "DREAM  PICTURES, "  a  Cantata  for  Soprano  and  Alto 

Solos  and  Chorus,  .  ’  .  Geo.  E.  Whiting. 


The  sun  is  setting  warm  and  bright, 

Shedding  a  flood  of  golden  light. 

Kissing  the  cheek,  caressing  t}ie  hair 
Of  a  sleeping  maiden,  young  and  fair, 

And  her  heart  softly  beats  as  she  dreams. 

But  what  are  the  thoughts  that  fill  her  breast, 
And  ever  anon  disturb  her  rest? 

Now  a  shadow  flits  across  her  face, 

Then  a  smile,  like  a  flash,  seems  to  take  its  place, 
And  her  heart  softly  beats  as  she  dreams. 

She  wanders  alone  ’mid  fragrant  bowers; 

Pearls  drop  like  dew  as  she  plucks  the  flowers, 
And  the  gentle  winds,  as  they  sigh  a  laugh, 

Are  singing  to  her  their  sweetest  song. 

And  her  heart  softly  beats  as  she  dreams. 

Now  the  scene  is  changed  to  a  glittering  hall, 
And  she  leems  to  be  at  a  brilliant  ball, 

With  wild  delight  her  bosom  pants 
As  she  whirls  away  in  the  mazy  dance  : 

And  her  heart  quickly  beats  as  she  dreams. 


Then  the  Vesper  bell  she  seems  to  hear; 
Dreaming,  she  murmurs  an  “Ave  Maria,” 

And  the  “  Angelus,”  as  it  upward  floats, 

Is  wafting  her  soul  on  its  fading  notes ; 

And  her  heart  scarcely  beats  as  she  dreams. 

The  heavenly  music  dies  afar; 

She  hears  the  notes  of  a  sweet  guitar 
As  she  wanders  again  o’er  land  and  seas, 

’Mid  orange  groves  and  citron  trees ; 

And  her  heart  softly  beats  as  she  dreams. 

The  notes  are  changed  to  an  angry  tone; 

To  a  battle-field  her  soul  has  flown; 

Her  lover  she  sees  in  the  midst  of  the  fight. 
‘‘Oh,  Heaven  !  protect  him  !”  she  sobs  in  affright; 
And  her  heart  wildly  beats  as  she  dreams. 

A  terrible  fear  has  filled  her  heart; 

She  quickly  wakes  with  a  sudden  start, 

Looks  for  a  moment  in  wild  surprise, 

And  then  thanks  Heaven,  with  tearful  eyes, 
That  her  heart  did  but  beat  in  a  dream. 


PART  II. 

/.  VOX  POPULI,  Part  Song, . John  C.  Ward. 


When  Mazarvan,  the  Magician, 
Journeyed  westward  thro’  Cathay, 
Nothing  heard  he  but  the  praises 
Of  Badoura  on  his  way. 


But  the  less’ning  rumour  ended 
When  he  came  to  Khaledan, 
There  the  folks  were  talking  only 
Of  Prince  Camaralzaman. 


So  it  happens  with  the  poets, 
Every  province  hath  its  own ; 
Camaralzaman  is  famous 
Where  Badoura  is  unknown. 


— Longfellow. 


2.  "BETHLEHEM Soprano  Solo  and  Chorus,  J.  Latour. 


Glad  bells  are  ringing, 

Glad  voices  singing; 

Raise  we  our  song  with  them  ! 
Hark  !  what  is  telling 
This  music  swelling? 
Christ  born  in  Bethlehem  ! 

This  was  the  message 
Glad  sages  presage, 

Led  from  their  land  afar; 

For  this  so  weary, 

Through  deserts  dreary, 
Followed  they  still  the  star. 

This  was  the  warning 
In  the  dark  morning 
Sung  by  the  choirs  of  Heaven ; 
Bright  myriads,  dazing, 
Eyes  rapt  in  gazing, 

Sang  first  of  sins  forgiven. 


Come,  now,  adore  Him  ! 

Come,  bow  before  Him  ! 

Where  is  the  New-born  laid? 
Where  beasts  are  lowing, 

To  and  fro  going, 

There  is  His  low  bed  made. 

Round  that  rude  manger 
Stand  JeAv  and  stranger, 

Where  the  world’s  King  they  find  ; 
Judah’s  desire, 

Israel’s  Messiah, 

Saviour  of  all  mankind. 

Oh  !  while  the  story 
Of  this  day’s  glory 
Sing  we  with  heart  and  voice, 

May  this  salvation 
Given  to  each  nation 
Chief  be  in  each  heart’s  choice. 


— Bourdiilon. 


I 


3.  “THE  ERL- KING’S  DA  LIGHTER,  ’’  Ballad  for  Solos  and  Chorus,  N,  W.  Gade. 


PROLOGUE. 

At  eve,  Sir  Oluf  reined  up  his  steed ; 

The  dewy  mist  gently  falling, 

The  flow’rs’  fragrant  sighing,  the  ireshening  mead, 
To  thoughts  of  rest  were  calling.. 

He  threw  himself  down  on  the  Erl-King’s  mound, 
His  eye-lids  in  slumber  soon  closing; 

And  then  came  a  group  of  fair  maids  around, 

Who  gazed  on  him  there  reposing. 

One  bent  and  caress’d  him;  another  spake, 

And  thus  to  him  whispered  sweetly, 

Wake  up,  oh  youth  !  my  love,  awake! 

And  join  in  dancing  fleetly. 

They  murmur’d  a  song  of  melody  rare, 

That  hushed  the  streamlet  glitt’ring; 

Calm  and  still  was  the  evening  air, 

But  distant  birds  were  twitt’ring. 

It  was  well  for  him  the  wak’ning  sound 
Of  cock-crow  was  heard  shrilly  ringing; 

Else  had  he  slept  on  the  Erl-King’s  mound 
For  aye,  while  damsels  were  singing. 

Chorus. 

The  sun  in  Ocean  sinks  to  rest, 

The  ev’ning  bird  is  singing. 

Haste  on  oh  morn,  for  Oluf  blest, 

His  wedding  day  in-bringing. 

Oluf. 

Bring  forth  my  fleet,  sure-footed  steed, 

With  golden  trappings  deck  him  ! 

Yet  one  more  wedding  guest  I  need, 

I  forth  must  go  to  seek  him. 

Oluf’s  Mother. 

My  son ! 

The  ev’ning  shadows  onward  stride, 

Day’s  orb  will  soon  be  hidden  ; 

Why  rid’st  thou  forth  at  evfcntide? 

What  guest  hast  thou  not  bidden? 

Oluf. 

I  must  from  hence — the  ev’ning  calm 
But  mocks  my  inward  anguish; 

Oh  morning!  wilt  thou  bring  the  balm 
For  which  this  heart  doth  languish? 

Chorus. 

The  sun  in  Ocean,  &c. 

Song.— Ouuf. 

When  thro’  the  meadows  of  tender  green 
I  see  the  streamlet  wander, 

Then  turns  my  heart  to  its  gentle  Queen, 

And  on  her  sweet  charms  do  I  ponder. 

When  mid  the  ripened  fields,  I  see, 

With  corn,  bright  flowers  growing, 

Then  her  blue  eyes  seem  present  to  me 
’Neath  tresses  all  golden  and  flowing. 

But  if  by  night  thro’  the  woods  I  go 
When  stars  o’er  the  Erl-mound  are  shining, 

Then  dark  are  the  eyes  that  in  fancy  I  know, 

Above  them  are  ravenlocks  twining. 


The  deepest  wound  may  be  healed  again, 

Though  deadly  the  hate  that  gave  it; 

And  now  this  poor  heart  would  seem  cleft  in  twain, 
Can  time  from  such  torture  save  it? 

Bring  forth  my  fleet,  sure-footed  steed, 

With  golden  trappings  deck  him  ! 

The  Mother. 

Oluf,  keep  far  from  the  Erl-King’s.  mound ! 

O  ride  not  forth  at  this  witching  hour, 

Weird  troops  through  the  forest  are  thronging! 

Oluf. 

Near  the  Erl-mound,  all  is  hush’d  and  still 
Save  cloud-wreaths  idly  sailing. 

The  Mother. 

Thou  know’st,  my  son,  the  Erl-King’s  pow’r, 

True  love  he  can  turn  to  vain  longing. 

Oluf. 

Now  forth,  good  steed,  fly  with  goodwill, 

(Oh  cease,  my  heart,  thy  wailing!) 

Chorus. 

The  bold  steed  rushes,  bespattered  with  foam, 

Over  wastes  where  all  track  is  hidden ; 

Sir  Oluf  rides  forth  from  hearth  and  from  home, 

To  seek  wedding  guests  yet  unbidden. 

PART  II. 

Song. — Oluf. 

’  i 

Night,  thou  art  silent! — The  moon  alone 

Keeps  watch,  and  o’er  the  thicket  glistens. — 

A  bird  now  warbles  with  sweetest  tone, 

But  ill  may  o’ertake  him  who  listens. 

A  robe  glitters  there — ’Tis  gone  again ! 

The  air  seems  full  of  voices 

That  lull  my  sense,  and  my  heart  enchain, 

While  yet  beneath  the  spell  it  rejoices  ! 

Chorus  of  Erl- Maidens. 

Lightly  through  the  woods  are  we  dancing ! 

Oluf. 

Erl-maidens  are  singing,  my  senses  they  capture; 

Oh  quick  let  me  fly  from  the  treacherous  rapture ! 

Chorus  of  Erl-Maidens. 

Lightly  through  the  woods  are  we  dancing! 

Oluf. 

Fair  maidens  dancing  there  I  see, 

The  Erl-King’s  Daughter  now  beckons  to  me. 

The  Erl-King’s  Daughter. 

Oh  welcome,  Sir  Oluf,  why  turn’st  thou  from  me? 

Come,  join  in  the  dancing;  we  wait  but  for  thee. 

OlUf. 

I  may  not  dance — I  cannot  stay, 

To-morrow  is  my  wedding  day. 

The  Erl-King’s  Daughter. 

A  silken  robe  I’ll  give  thee— so  white— 

’Twas  bleached  by  my  mother  in  pale  moon-light. 


Oluf. 


The  Mother. 


O  tempt  me  not  with  that  sweet  lay, 

Though  ’twere  bliss  to  dance,  I  must  not  stay ! 

The  Erl-King’s  Daughter. 

Hear  me,  Sir  Oluf!  Dance  gaily  with  me, 

This  silver  cuirass  then  give  I  to  thee. 

Oluf. 

I  may  not  dance — I  dare  not  stay, 
To-morrow  is  my  wedding  day! 

The  Erl-King’s  Daughter. 

Then  if  thou  wilt  not  danc^  with  me, 

Pain  and  grief  shall  follow  thee! 

Oluf. 

Ha!  help  me  Heav’n  !  she  touches  me  now ! 
What  icy  chill  do  I  feel  on  my  brow? 

The  Erl-Kxng’s  Daughter. 

I  laid  my  hand  upon  his  head, 

And  down  his  cheek  the  blood  streams  red ! 

With  Chorus. 

Sir  Oluf,  to-morrow  art  thou  dead  ! 

Oluf. 

Now  fly,  good  steed,  if  thou  my  life  would’st  save, 
Or  will  the  wedding  morn  break  sadly  o’er  my  grave ! 

The  Erl-King’s  Daughter  and  Chorus. 

Ride  home  to  thy  sweetheart  in  robe  so  red ! 

Sir  Oluf,  to-morrow  art  thou  dead ! 

Oluf. 

Now  fly,  good  steed !  fly  at  thy  best ! 

Death  rides  with  me  as  wedding  guest ! 

PART  III. 

MORNING  HYMN. 

The  sun  now  mounts  the  eastern  sky, 

To  clouds  bright  hues  he  lends; 

O’er  sea  and  land,  o’er  mountains  high, 

O’er  man,  his  course  he  wends. 

From  Paradise,  where  first  he  rose, 

He  comes  with  blessings  rare ; 

The  life  and  joy  his  light  bestows, 

Both  high  and  low  may  share. 

God’s  own  bright  sun  the  world  doth  fill 
With  joy  and  glorious  light, 

He  soothing  brings  for  every  ill, 

And  chases  sorrow’s  night. 

Song. — The  Mother. 

I  watched  before  the  castle  gate 
Till  each  pale  star  had  vanished ; 

The  dread  I  felt  for  OluPs  fate 
All  thought  of  sleep  had  banished. 

My  Oluf,  what  ails  thee,  that  far  from  thy  home 

(While  trembles  thy  mother)  at  night  thou  must 

[roam  ? 

Chorus. — Male  voices. 

Fill  high  the  cups  with  mead  and  wine ! 

Maidens. 

Oluf,  why  tarry  from  sweetheart  thine? 


And  now  appears  the  blushing  morn, 

From  night’s  embrace  escaping. 

Alas !  the  day  thus  brightly  born, 

For  me  new  grief  is  shaping. 

My  Oluf,  what  ails  thee,  that  far  from  thy  home 
(While  trembles  thy  mother)  at  night  thou  must 

[roam  ? 

Chorus. 

t  *  . 

Fill  high  the  cups,  etc. 

The  Mother. 

But  from  afar  who  rides  so  fast? 

Who  sounds  from  golden  horn  that  blast? 

Oh  joy !  my  son  returns ! 

The  earth,  his  charger  spurns; 

With  rapid  swoop  from  yonder  height 
He  mocks  the  eagle’s  daring  flight. 

Chorus. 

He  madly  rides,  he  homeward  tears, 

Sparks  fly  and  stones  are  crashing; 

The  Mother. 

Sir  Oluf!  draw  rein!  check  thy  speeding! 

*  Chorus. 

See !  in  his  helm  no  plume  he  wears, 

Gone  is  the  shield  bright  flashing, 

From  golden  spurs  is  the  charger  bleeding! 

Sir  Oluf!  draw  rein!  check  thy  speeding! 

The  Mother. 

Hear  me,  my  son,  oh  tell  me  aright, 

Why  is  thy  cheek  so  ghastly  white? 

Oluf.  « 

My  cheek  may  well  be  ghastly  white, 

I  dwelt  in  the  Erl-King’s  realm  last  night. 

The  Mother. 

But  tell  me,  my  son,  my  fond  heart’s  pride! 

What  shall  I  say  to  thy  gentle  bride? 

Oluf. 

Oh  say  that  my  steed  and  my  coursers  so  good 
Have  lured  me  to  hunt  in  yonder  wood. 

The  Mother  and  Chorus. 

Where  are  the  guests  after  whom  thou  hast  ridden  ? 

Oluf. 

But  one  saw  the  morn,  of  all  those  I  had  bidden. 

The  Mother  and  Chorus. 

And  who  so  faithful,  tiie  tryst  thus  keeping? 

Oluf. 

The  chill  of  death,  o’er  my  heart  slowly  creeping! 

The  Mother  and  Chorus. 

Help  us,  oh  heav’n,  in  our  sorrow  and  dread  ! 
lie  sinks — turns  pale — Sir  Oluf  is  dead  ! 

EPILOGUE. 

Then  youths,  if  through  the*  wood  you  ride, 
When  night  repose  is  bringing, 

Turn  from  the  Erl-King’s  mound  aside, 

Though  songs  through  the  air  be  ringing. 
Danger  will  ever  him  betide, 

Who  heeds  the  Erl-maidens  singing! 

{After  old  Danish  Ballads.) 
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Upon  his  inarch  to  India,  Alexander  the  Great  meets  the  Holy  Brahmin,  Kalanus.  Dazzled 
by  the  splendor  of  the  youthful  conquerer  of  the  world,  Kalanus  thinks  that  he  finds  in  him  the 
long  expected  God  Brahma. 

At  a  magnificent  feast  which  Alexander  gives  to  his  warriors,  Kalanus  learns  that  Alexander  is 
only  an  earthly,  worldly-minded  Monarch. 

Full  of  remorse,  Kalanus  ascends  the  funeral  pile,  hoping  by  his  death  to  reach  the  object  of 
his  desires,  the  mighty  God  Brahma. 


X. 

THE  MEETING. 

Indian  Youths  and,  Maidens. 

O  gentle  light, 

Whose  power  expands  the  lotos  cup, 
O  sunny  ray, 

That  wide  unfolds  the  smallest  leaf 
In  verdant  grove, 

Thou  source  of  life ! 

Bear  hence  the  thanks, 

That  from  these  blossoms  rise, 

And  from  the  incense  glow ! 

Kalanus. 

Yet  first  ye  flames,  to  your  creator 
Mount  aloft.  Rise  ye  to  Brahma ! 
Once  he  came  down  to  thee 
Though  all  unworthy  thou. 

Yet  once  more  will  he  hither  come, 
In  likeness  of  the  God  of  Light, 


And  peace  will  bring  you  in  his  hand. 
He  comes  upon  a  milk  white  steed, 

He  looketh  down,  all  powerful,  stern — 
Woe,  sinners,  when  on  you  he  looks! 

Chorus. 

Woe,  sinners,  when  on  you  he  looks! 
Kalanus. 

Upon  a  milk-white  steed  he  comes, 
And  looketh  down,  almighty,  mild — 
Hail,  Holy  ones,  when  ye  him  see! 

Chorus. 

Hail,  Holy  ones,  when  ye  him  see! 
Kalanus. 

O  thou  expected  one ! 

With  anxious  longing, 

Like  palms  by  breezes  shaken. 

My  bosom  now  heaveth. 

Hither  come!  Ah,  stay  not  longer, 
Thou  gentle  Brahma! 


\ 


Indians. 


Kalanus. 


See  there !  Dust  clouds  now  gather  in  the  west— 
Hark !  Thunder  from  the  valley  hither  rolls  !— 

Like  torrents  downward  rushing — Helm  on  helm, 
Lances  and  bucklers  — Warriors  numberless!  — 
Who  hither  comes  on  yon  white  steed?  O  see ! 

^  A  youth  it  is,  and  like  a  God  he  seems ! 

Kalanus. 

Ah  wondrous  strange !  ■< 

Am  I  not  dreaming! 

What  deep  emotion 
Filleth  my  heart ! 

Greek  Warriors. 

Hail  Alexander!  An  eagle  in  might, 

Boldly  to^ heaven  he  wingeth  his  flight. 

Hail  Alexander! 

Nought  can  withstand  him,  nor  mountain  nor  flood, 
Persia’s  proud  King  ’neath  his  feet  hath  he  trod. 
Hail  Alexander ! 

All  bow  beholding  the  splendor  on  high, 

Bend  thou  before  it,  thy  lord  draweth  nigh. 

Hail  Alexander! 

Alexander. 

Warriors !  Rest  in  this  valley ! 

From  the  rocks  above  aie  fountains  rustling, 

And  groves  protect  you  from  the  sun’s  fierce  heat, 
While  birds  their  songs  are  singing. 

Indians. 

Spare  us!  Have  mercy!  Slay  us  not, 

All  powerful,  whose  power  and  might 
By  all  the  world  are  now  adored, 

In  dust  before  thee  here  we  bend. 

Kalanus. 

He  doth  not  slay !  That  gentle  look, 

How  can  it  thus  your  fears  excite? 

Dwells  sternness  in  those  tender  glances? 
Deceit  is  from  such  greatness  far. 

The  Indians. 

Spare  us  !  Have  mercy  !  Slay  us  not. 

In  dust  before  thee  now  we  bend. 

Alexander. 

Fear  not! 

The  weak  shall  here  find  favor,  nor  shall  I 
With  my  sword  destroy  them. 

I  am  earth’s  monarch  —  and  to  all  the  nations 
I  as  conquerer  come ! 

And  east  to  west  will  I  unite 
In  victory’s  bands  so  strong  and  fast. 

Near  is  the  goal,  and  all  have  felt  my  arm. 

Who  dared  my  way  to  bar ; 

My  will  shall  lead  me  to  the  goal, 

Were  it  assistant  as  the  stars. 

And  when  I  have  the  goal  attained 
The  sword  I’ll  lower. 

And  peace  will  give  to  all  the  nations. 


Yes,  thou  art  Brahma! 

Hast  to  earth  descended  on  the  steed  immortal. 

O  Brahma!  All  in  awe  bend  before  thee, 

Wher’ere  thy  steps  may  turn. 

I  bid  thee  welcome!  Now  that  mine  eyes  have  thee 
beheld, 

My  hopes  are  all  fulfilled. 

Alexander. 

The  end  approaches  as  thou  say’st ! 

I  will  unite  by  one  strong  bond 
The  nations  of  the  earth. 

And  I  myself,  o’er  all, 

Will  then  as  monarch  reign  ! 

Come  with  me !  Thou  shalt  proclaim  aloud 
What  I  command  thee,  to  thy  race! 

i 

Kalanus. 

Thou  lookest  down  upon  thy  servant; 

Bid  me  then  loudly  proclaim  to  all  nations 
Thy  great  might  and  mercy  large. 

I  follow  thee,  immortal  one, 

Till  from  the" earth  I  wing  my  way. 

The  Indians. 

Sing  praise  to  Brahma! 

Greek  Warriors. 

Hail  Alexander! 

All  bow  beholding  the  splendor  on  high. 

The  Indians. 

Brahma  the  Holy  has  passed  through  the  flood, 
Flowers  are  springing  where  e’er  he  has  trod. 

Sing  praise  to  Brahma! 

Greek  Warriors. 

All  bow  beholding  the  splendor  on  high, 

Bend  thou  before  it,  thy  Lord  draweth  nigh ! 

Hail  Alexander! 

II. 

THE  FEAST. 

Greek  Maidens  and  Warriors. 

Hail  to  the  feast ! 

With  flowers  so  fragrant  strew  ye  the  way. 
Naught  but  delight 
Shall  reign  here  to-night. 

Hail  Alexander  in  royal  array ! 

Alexander. 

My  Warriors  brave,  I  bid  you  hail ! 

With  joy  and  pride  my  heart  is  swelling; 

Be  welcome  here !  Kalanus,  hither  come. 

And  sit  thee  at  my  right  hand  ! 

O  Thais,  fairest  maid  of  Hellas, 

Thou  shalt  adorn  my  brow  with  roses, 

While  maidens,  lightly  dancing,  shall  bedeck 
Our  noble  host  of  warriors. 

Chorus. 

Hail  Alexander! 


Maidens. 

Bind  ye  his  brow  with  garlands  so  fair, 
Scatter  around  him  perfumes  so  rare, 

Hail  Alexander  in  festal  array ! 

Kalanus. 

Perchance  he  tries  me  thus, 

If  yet  my  heart  by  earthly  joys  is  stirred. 

Alexander. 

Kalanus,  seize  the  foaming  cup ! 

Think  ye  not  that  life  was  made  for  bliss? 

Kalanus . 

My  soul  is  deeply  stirred, — speak,  my  Lord, 
Unveil  the  meaning  of  thy  words ! 

Alexander. 

Let  music  now  have  fullest  play 
And  float  in  song  to  Heaven  away. 

In  joys  unfettered  pass  the  time, 

While  song- asserts  its  power  divine. 

O  Thais !  lift  your  voice  and  sing 
To  Lyras  string ; 

And  chant  aloud  your  native  strand, 

Your  distant  Fatherland ! 

Chorus. 

Bind  ye  his  brow  with  garlands  so  fair, 

Hail  Alexander  in  festal  array! 

Thais. 

Hark !  Listen  to  my  harp’s  soft  breathings  ! 

One  eve  comes  back  to  me  in  spring’s  fair  time — 
When  from  Hymettos’  height  the  purple  shadows 
Were  softly  streaming,  azure  blue  the  sea; 

While  all  around,  in  glittering  white  and  gold, 
The  temples  of  the  Gods  were  shining, 

As  evening  mists  around  them  were  declining. 

Thou  distant  Hellas,  O  my  Fatherland! 

So  sank  in  purple  light  before  mine  eyes 
Thy  shores  in  evening’s  glow. 

Ah  1  were  I  there  once  more ! 

Pallas  Athene,  hear  my  prayer, 

Conduct  me  to  the  home 

For  which  my  spirit  is  yearning; 

Nor  leave  in  distant  land  me  thus  to  perish! 

Chorus. 

Thou  distant  Hellas,  O  my  Fatherland  1 
Pallas  Athene,  hear  my  prayer ; 

Nor  leave  in  distant  land  me  thus  to  perish  ! 

Alexander. 

No  more  1  silent  be  your  sad  refrain  ! 

Why  thus  in  mournful  lays  complain, 

That  fill  our  souls  with  longing’s  smart. 
Yet,  while  the  fates  our  lives  prolong, 

Heroic  deeds  shall  be  our  song. 

Then  rouse  for  us  the  warriors  heart! 

Thais. 

In  passion’s  tones  then  speak  my  Lyre  1 
Angry  billows  in  Hellespont  were  foaming, 
Through  its  waves  were  myriad  vessels  coming, 
Persia’s  warriors  seemed  the  earth  to  cover. 


Fierce  destroyers  they  raged  our  country  over, 

Sons  of  heroes  in  the  conflict  vanished, 

Shrines  were  overthrown,  and  Gods  were  banished. 

Woe!  then  sank  in  seas  of  blood,  our  glory, 
Athens,  thou  our  pride,  renowned  in  story, 

Thou  who  ne’er  as  slave  the  neck  had  bended. 
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Vengeance,  Vengeance! 

Let  songs  of  sorrow  be  ended  ! 

Grasp  your  arms,  then,  seize  your  torches, 

Down  shall  fall  Persepolis  in  ashes ! 

Alexander. 

Now  ascends  the  fierv  glow,  it 'flashes! 

All  shall  know  the  just  revenge  we  cherish; 
Athens  fell, — Persepolis  must  perish! 

Chorus. 

Now  ascends  the  fiery  glow,  it  flashes, 

Down  shall  fall  Persepolis  in  ashes! 

Kalanus. 

O  Monarch,  why  with  sword  in  hand, 

Dost  make  thy  way  throughout  the  land? 

Shall  death  be  victor,  cities  vanish, 

And  womdn’s  hate  all  mercy  banish? 

Was  not  your  aim,  your  promised  word, 

To  shield  your  people  by  your  sword? 

Alexander. 

To  man  below  one  law  was  given  : 

Boldly  enjoy  the  gifts  of  Heaven, 

Ere  Hades  shall  wrap  him  in  night. 

Kalanus. 

How  terrible  thy  counsels  seem  ! 

Do  earth’s  sad  needs  upon  thee  press? 

Dost  know  the  bitter  doubts  unrest, 

And  dost  thou  fear  of  death  confess? 

Alexander. 

Rather  a  slave  on  earth  remain, 

Than  prince  mid  Hades’  shadows  reign! 

Yet  gone  be  all  such  sad  forebodings; 

While  life  and  health  our  being  fills, 

Let  foaming  pleasure  cups  o’er  flow 
To  drive  dull  care  away  from  every  breast! 
Dionysos,  hear  us ! 

Warriors. 

Dionysos,  hear  us  calling! 

Mighty  God,  O  hear  us  calling! 

Chorus. 

Dionysos,  Dionysos ! 

.  See  he  waveth  the  Thyrsos  o’er  him, 

Golden  clusters  crown  his  hair; 

Eves  are  sparkling  as  before  him, 

High  he  holds  the  cup  in  air. 

Goblets  glancing, 

Hearts  entrancing, 

Joy  now  reigneth  everywhere. 

Kalanus. 

’Tis  not  a  God, 

Not  Brahma  he ! 

Some  monarch  ’tis,  some  earth  born  child, 

On  pleasure  bent,  with  passions  wild. 

’Tis  not  a  God ! 


Maidens. 

Let  us  bind  him 
And  entwine  him, 

In  love’s  chains  so  fair. 

Kalanus. 

Here  then  great  King,  our  ways  must  part! 
Thou  art  by  worldly  joys  oppressed, 

While  I,  deceived  and  sick  at  heart, 

Shall  seek  repose  on  Brahma’s  breast. 

Maidens. 

Eros  marks  them, 

And  pursues  them, 

With  his  golden  dart. 

Warriors. 

Eros  marks  us, 

And  pursues  us, 

Sends  with  certain  aim  the  dart. 

Dionysos,  how  I  suffer! 

See  his  shaft  has  pierced  my  heart ! 

Chorus. 

Dionysos,  Dionysos ! 

See  he  waveth  the  Thyrsos  o’er  hift,  &c. 


DEATH  OF  KALANUS. 

The  Indians. 

So  far,  so  far 
From  Gange’s  strand, 

That  sacred  stream, 

He  seeketh  now  repose  in  dying. 

Its  rippling  waves 
He  never  more  shall  hear, 

Until  his  soul 

Shall  soar  aloft  in  evening’s  glowing. 

So  far,  so  far 
From  Ganges’  strand, 

The  sun  now  sinks  ! 

Kalanus. 

Be  silent  all  these  murmurs  vain  ! 

Not  here,  nor  yet  by  Ganges’  stream 
Find  I  my  home.  In  yonder  clouds 
There  is  a  rest  for  weary  souls. 

On  pinions  strong  shall  I  be  borne  aloft 
There  where  my  longings  tend, 

The  heaven  of  Brahma,  which  I  here 
On  earth  had  sought,  but  never  found. 

O  Brahma!  chide  me  not,  that  in  my  yearning 
I  was  to  error  led ! 

See !  in  penitence  I  come  to  thee  ! 

The  Indians. 

So  far,  so  far 
From  Ganges’  strand 
His  sun  now  sinks! 

Kalanus. 

But  hark!  what  breaks  the  evening’s  calm? 
What  hither  comes  like  angry  waves? 


The  Indians. 

Behold  earth’s  haughty  monarch  marching  on 
Upon  fresh  conquests  bent. 

Mid  cooling  winds  of  evening 
From  these  sultry  climes  he  marches. 

See !  There  goes  he  forth,  the  haughty  prince ! 

Kalanus. 

Shining  there  on  yon  white  steed 
I  see  him  now,  as  first  when  dazzled 
By  his  splendor  him  I  saw. 

Alexander's  Warriors. 

Hail  Alexander!  An  eagle  in  might! 

All  bow  beholding  the  splendor  on  high, 

Bend  thou  before  it,  thy  Lord  draweth  nigh! 

Kalanus. 

No  more  mine  eyes  shall  see 

The  haughty  ruler  of  earth’s  wide  domain  ! 

For  like  the  sun  in  evening’s  gray 
His  sun  shall  sink  in  night  away. 

To  thee,  Immortal  one,  I  come. 

O  Brahma,  njid  the  fiery  billows 

Up  to  thee,  I  come. 

[  To  the  Indians .] 

Bring  torches  here  and  light  the  pile. 

The  Indians. 

Through  death’s  dark  gates, 

He  finds  his  way  to  heaven  at  last. 

The  swift  whirling  smoke  will  bear  him  aloft. 
He  soon  will  soar, 

On  flames  now  ascending  and  pinions  of  light. 
O  power  almighty,  O  bear  him  away  to  Brahma 
Through  death’s  dark  gates. 

Kalanus. 

Through  death’s  dark  gates 
To  the  light  immortal  then  soar  away, 

Where  Brahma  the  blessed  o’er  all  holds  sway, 
From  death’s  dark  night! 

Rise  flames  in  your  fury,  shine  bright  and  clear, 
Let  pleasures  supernal  to  me  appear, 

Through  death’s  dark  gates. 

The  Indians. 

From  death’s  dark  night 
To  Brahma,  O  bear  him  up  ye  fiery  glow. 

Like  Lotos  ascending  from  Ganges’  stream 
In  beauty  bright. 

Kalanus. 

Exult  at  length,  O  ransomed  spirit! 

In  garments  immortal,  I  Brahma  see, — 

His  voice  hear  I  calling —  I  come  to  thee! 

O  Radiance  divine! 

For  ever  be  mine, 

And  wrap  in  thy  garments  of  glittering  light 
My  ransomed  spirit. 

The  Indians. 

To  Indras’  Heaven  now  soars  away 
His  ransomed  spirit. 
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The  Foster  Club,  an  amateur  choir  of  mixed 
Voices  to  the  number  of  forty  or  more,  h^s  just  com¬ 
pleted  its  eighth  season.  Its  peculiar  mission,  and 

ia  commendable  one  for  at  least  one  choral  society 
among  the  many,  seems  to  be  the  study  of  new 
works,  which  are  performed  in  several  concerts  ev¬ 
ery  season,  with  pianoforte  accompaniment,  in  halls 
of  moderate  size,  before  audiences  of  invited  friends. 
There  is  a  modest  air  of  privacy  about  it ;  the  pro¬ 
grammes  do  not  give  the  names  of  the  solo  singers, 

'  nor  even  of  the  accomplished  conductor,  Mr.  George 

E.  Whiting,  who  presides  with  marked  ability  at 
the  piano,  and  who  has  composed  for  the  use  of  the 
Club  some  quite  elaborate  and  interesting  works, 
with  graphic  and  ornate  accompaniments. 

Three  concerts  have  been  given  during  the  past 
season,  of  which  the  second  was  devoted  to  Gade’s 
“  Kalanus,”  a  dramatic  poem  relating  to  Alexander 
in  India,  and  in  which  choruses  of  Greeks  and  In¬ 
dians  are  strikingly  contrasted ;  it  was  sung  here 
for  the  first  time,  and  we  regret  that  we  had  not  the 
opportunity  to  hear  it.  On  Thursday  evening.  May 
25,  two  Cantatas,  which  we  understand  the  Foster 
Club  has  given  once  before,  but  new  to  us,  were 
■ung  in  Mechanics  Hall.  The  first,  by  Mr.  Whit¬ 
ing,  is  called  “  Dream  Pictures.”  A  poem  of  eight 
six-line  stanzas,  of  much  beauty,  describes  the  flit¬ 
ting  smiles  and  shadows,  and  the  shifting  pictures 
of  a  sleeping  maiden’s  dream  ;  she  “  wanders  alone 
’mid  fragrant  bowers;”  the  scene  is  changed  to  a 
brilliant  ball ;  then  the  Vesper  bell  and  a  religious 
ecstasy  ;  then  the  sweet  guitar  “  ’mid  orange  groves 
and  citron  trees;”  then  the  battle-field,  and  as  she 
is  filled  with  terror  for  the  fate  of  her  hero  lover, 


she  wakes,  to  find  it  fortunately  all  a  dream.  Here 
are  themes  for  a  fine  series  of  contrasted  musical 
effects,  and  Mr.  Whiting  seems  to  have  used  them 
to  advantage,  although  we  thought  the  strong 
wings  of  his  inspiration  rather  drooped  toward  the 
end.  It  is  mostly  chorus,  with  some  graceful  solos 
for  Soprano  and  Alto  (Miss  Ita  Welsh),  which  were 
well  sung.  The  composition  is  melodious,  some¬ 
times  in  a  delicate  vein  which  recalls  Schumann’s 
“  Paradise  and  the  Peri.”  the  choruses  well  woven, 
and  the  fluent,  highly  figurative  accompaniment  is 
pleasingly  descriptive. 

The  second  Cantata  was  much  longer, — Mr.  John 
Francis  Barnett’s  setting  of  the  weird  “  Ancient 
Mariner,”  bv  Coleridge,  entire.  The  work  has  made 
its  mark  in  England.  If  not  to  be  measured  with 
similar  works  by  Mendelssohn.  Schumann,  or  Gade, 
it  shows  a  culture  imbued  with  these  influences, 
well  trained  musicianship  and  mastery  of  form,  a 
refined  poetic  sense,  and  frequent  marks  of  fresh 
invention.  Indeed  the  spirit,  the  strange  fascina¬ 
tion  of  the  modern  antique  ballad  are  well  repro¬ 
duced  in  music,  bating  here  and  there  some  level 
and  comparatively  commonplace  passages.  Most  of 
the  choruses  are  effective  and  very  graphic  ;  some 
are  truly  pathetic  and  full  of  beauty  ;  one  of  them, 
in  light,  fairy  Scherzo  style,  happily  expresses  the 
lines : 

About,  about,  in  reel  and  route, 

The  death-fires  danced  at  night ; 

The  water,  like  a  witch’s  oils, 

Burnt  green,  and  blue,  and  white. 

Another  gives  a  vivid  picture  of : 

The  upper  air  burst  into  life  ! 

And  a  hundred  fire-flags  sheen. 

To  and  fro  they  were  hurried  about ! 

And  to  and  fro,  and  in  and  out, 

The  wan  stars  danced  between. 

And  there  is  exquisite  beauty  in  the  Soprano  solo 
with  female  chorus,  to  the  words :  “This  seraph 
band,  each  waved  his  hand,”  etc. 

The  choruses  were  sung  with  life,  precision  and 
fine  light  and  shade,  and  so  were  the  solos.  The 
fresh,  clear,  brilliant,  true  soprano  of  Miss  Lilian  E. 
Norton,-  a  voice  and  talent  full  of  promise — made 
a  rare  sensation.  Miss  Tta  Welsh,  Mr.  Allen  A. 
Brown,  and  Mr.  David  W.  Loring  complete!  the 
quartet  of  soloists,  and  sang  their  parts  like  artists. 
Mr.  Whiting  played  the  exacting  accompaniments 
with  masterly  ease  and  grace,  while  he  conducted 
the  entire  performance. 
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/.  “DREAM  PICTURES,  “  a  Cantata  for  Soprano  and  Alto 

Solos  and  Chorus , 


Geo.  E.  Whiting. 


The  sun  is  setting  warm  and  bright, 

Shedding  a  flood  of  golden  light, 

Kissing  the  cheek,  caressing  the  hair 
Of  a  sleeping  maiden,  young  and  fair, 

And  her  heart  softly  beats  as  she  dreams. 

But  what  are  the  thoughts  that  fill  her  breast, 
And  ever  anon  disturb  her  rest? 

Now  a  shadow  flits  across  her  face, 

Then  a  smile,  like  a  flash,  seems  to  take  its  place, 
And  her  heart  softly  beats  as  she  dreams. 

She  wanders  alone  ’mid  fragrant  bowers  ; 
Pearls  drop  like  dew  as  she  plucks  the  flowers, 
And  the  gentle  winds,  as  they  sigh  along, 

Are  singing  to  her  their  sweetest  song, 

And  her  heart  softly  beats  as  she  dreams. 

Now  the  scene  is  changed  to  a  glittering  hall, 
And  she  seems  to  be  at  a  brilliant  ball, 

With  wild  delight  her  bosom  pants 
As  she  whirls  away  in  the  mazy  dance : 

And  her  heart  quickly  beats  as  she  dreams. 


Then  the  Vesper  bell  she  seems  to  hear; 
Dreaming,  she  murmurs  an  “Ave  Maria,” 

And  the  “Angelus,”  as  it  upward  floats, 

Is  wafting  her  soul  on  its  fading  notes; 

And  her  heart  scarcely  beats  as  she  dreams. 

The  heavenly  music  dies  afar; 

She  hears  the  notes  of  a  sweet  guitar 
As  she  wanders  again  o’er  land  and  seas, 

’Mid  orange  groves  and  citron  trees ; 

And  her  heart  softly  beats  as  she  dreams. 

The  notes  are  changed  to  an  angry  tone ; 

To  a  battle-field  her  soul  has  flown; 

Her  lover  she  sees  in  the  midst  of  the  fight, 
‘‘Oh,  Heaven  !  protect  him  ”  she  sobs  in  affright ; 
And  her  heart  wildly  beats  as  she  dreams. 

A  terrible  fear  has  filled  her  heart  : 

She  quickly  wakes  with  a  sudden  start, 

Looks  for  a  moment  in  wild  surprise, 

And  then  thanks  Heaven,  with  tearful  eyes, 
That  her  heart  did  but  beat  in  a  dream. 


2,  “THE  ANCIENT  MARINER,”  a  Cantata,  .  John  Francis  Barnett. 


Introduction  —  Instrumental. 

CHORUS. 

It  is  an  ancient  Mariner, 

And  he  stoppeth  one  of  three. 

RECIT. 

"  By  thy  long  grey  beard  and  glittering  eye, 
Now  wherefore  stopp’st  thou  me? 

“The  Bridegroom’s  doors  are  opened  wide, 
And  I  am  next  of  kin ; 

The  guests  are  met,  the  feast  is  set : 

May’st  hear  the  merry  din.” 

RECIT.  — CHORUS. 

He  holds  him  with  his  skinny  hand, 

“  There  was  a  ship,”  quoth  he. 

RECIT. 

“  Hold  off!  unhand  me,  grey-beard  loon  !  ” 

RECIT.  — CHORUS. 

Eftsoons  his  hand  dropt  he.  ’ 

He  holds  him  with  his  glittering  eye  — 

The  Wedding-Guest  stood  still, 

And  listens  like  a  three  years’  child  : 

The  Mariner  hath  his  will. 

CHORUS. 

The  ship  was  cheered,  the  harbor  cleared,  ♦ 

Merrily  did  we  drop 

Below  the  kirk,  below  the  hill, 

Below  the  light-house  top. 

The  sun  came  up  upon  the  left, 

Out  of  the  sea  came  he! 

And  he  shone  bright,  and  on  the  right 
Went  down  into  the  sea. 


RECIT. 

The  Wedding-Guest  here  beat  his  breast, 
For  he  heard  the  loud  bassoon. 

CHORUS. 

The  bride  hath  paced  into  the  hall, 

Red  as  a  rose  is  she : 

Nodding  their  heads  before  her  goes 
The  merry  minstrelsy. 

RECIT. 

The  Wedding-Guest  he  beat  his  breast, 

Yet  he  cannot  choose  but  hear; 

RECIT.  — CHORUS. 

And  thus  spake  on  that  ancient  man, 

The  bright-eyed  Mariner  — 

CHORUS. 

“  And  now  the  storm-blast  came,  and  he 
Was  tyrannous  and  strong: 

He  struck  with  his  o’ertaking  wings, 

And  chased  us  south  along. 

“  With  sloping  masts  and  dipping  prow, 

As  who  pursued  with  yell  and  blow 
Still  treads  the  shadow  of  his  foe, 

And  forward  bends  his  head, 

The  ship  drove  fast,  loud  roared  the  blast, 
And  southward  aye  we  fled. 

“  And  now  there  came  both  mist  and  snow, 
And  it  grew  wondrous  cold ; 

And  ice,  mast  high,  came  floating  by. 

As  green  as  emerald. 

“  At  length  did  cross  an  Albatross, 
Through  the  fog  it  came ; 

As  if  it  had  been  a  Christian  soul, 

We  hailed  it  in  God’s  name. 


RECIT. 

“And  a  good  south  wind  sprung  up  behind; 
The  Albatross  did  follow, 

Aud  every  day  for  food  or  play, 

Came  to  the  mariner’s  hollo  1 
ARIA. 

“The  fair  breeze  blew,  the  white  foam  flew, 

The  furrow  followed  free; 

We  were  the  first  that  ever  burst 
Into  that  silent  sea. 

“  The  sun  now  rose  upon  the  right ; 

Out  of  the  sea  came  he, 

Still  hid  in  mist,  and  on  the  left 
Went  down  into  the  sea. 

RECIT. 

“  God  save  thee  ancient  Mariner, 

From  the  fiends  that  plague  thee  thus  ! 

Why  look’st  thou  so  ? 

RECIT. 

—  “  With  my  cross  bow 
I  shot  the  Albatross.” 

ARIA. 

“  Down  dropt  the  breeze,  the  sails  dropt  down, 
’Twas  sad  as  sad  could  be ; 

And  we  did  speak  only  to  break, 

The  silence  of  the  sea! 

“  Day  after  day,  day  after  day, 

We  stuck,  nor  breath  nor  motion  ; 

As  idle  as  a  painted  ship 
Upon  a  painted  ocean. 

“  Water,  water,  everywhere, 

And  all  the  boards  did  shrink ; 

Water,  water,  everywhere, 

Nor  any  drop  to  drink. 

CHORUS. 

“  About,  about,  in  reel  and  route, 

The  death-fires  danced  at  night; 

The  water,  like  a  witch’s  oils, 

Burnt  green,  and  blue,  and  white. 

“And  some  in  dreams  assured  were 
Of  the  spirit  that  plagued  us  so; 

Nine  fathoms  deep  he  had  followed  us, 

From  the  land  of  mist  and  snow. 

RECIT. 

“  The  steersman’s  face  by  his  lamp  gleamed 
white, 

From  the  sails  the  dew  did  drip — 

Till  clomb  above  the  eastern  bar 
The  horned  moon,  with  one  bright  star 
Within  the  nether  tip. 

“  One  after  one,  by  the  star-dogged  moon, 

Too  quick  for  groans  or  sigh. 

Each  turned  his  face  with  a  ghastly  pang, 
And  cursed  me  with  his  eye. 

QUARTET. 

“The  souls  did  from  their  bodies  fly — 

They  fled  to  bliss  or  woe ! 

And  every  soul,  it  passed  me  by, 

Like  the  whizz  of  my  cross-bow. 

RECIT. 

“Alone,  alone,  all,  all  alone, 

Alone  on  a  wide,  wide  sea ! 

And  never  a  saint  took  pity  on 
My  soul  in  agony. 

“  I  looked  to  heaven  and  tried  to  pray; 

But  or  ever  a  prayer  had  gusht, 

A  wicked  whisper  came,  and  made 
My  heart  as  dry  as  dust. 


“  Beyond  the  shadow  of  the  ship, 

I  watched  the  water  snakes ; 

They  moved  in  tracks  of  shining  white, 

And  when  they  reared,  the  elfish  light 
Fell  off  in  hoary  flakes. 

ARIA. 

“  O  happy  living  things !  no  tongue 
Their  beauty  might  declare; 

A  spring  of  love  gushed  from  my  heart, 

And  I  blest  them  unaware ; 

Sure  my  kind  saint  took  pity  on  me, 

And  I  blessed  them  unaware. 

ARIA. 

“  Oh,  sleep !  it  is  a  gentle  thing, 

Beloved  from  pole  to  pole! 

To  Mary  Queen  the  praise  be  given; 

She  sent  the  gentle  sleep  from  heaven, 

That  slid  into  my  soul. 

RECIT. 

“  And  soon  I  heard  a  roaring  wind, 

It  did  not  come  a-near; 

But  with  its  sound  it  shook  the  sails 
That  were  so  thin  and  sere. 

CHORUS. 

“  The  upper  air  burst  into  life ! 

And  a  hundred  fire-flags  sheen, 

To  and  fro  they  were  hurried  about ! 

And  to  and  fro,  and  in  and  out, 

The  wan  stars  danced  between. 

“  And  the  coming  wind  did  roar  more  loud, 

And  the  sails  did  sigh  like  sedge; 

And  the  rain  poured  down  from  one  black 
cloud ; 

The  moon  was  at  its  edge. 

“  The  thick  black  cloud  was  cleft,  and  still 
The  moon  was  at  its  side ; 

Like  waters  shot  from  some  high  crag. 

The  lightning  fell  with  never  a  jag, 

A  river  steep  and  wide. 

RECIT.  — CHORUS. 

“  The  loud  wind  never  reached  the  ship, 

Yet  now  the  ship  moved  on ! 

Beneath  the  lightning  and  the  moon 
The  dead  men  gave  a  groan. 

“  They  groaned,  they  stirred,  they  all  uprose, 
Nor  spake,  nor  moved  their  eyes; 

It  had  been  strange,  even  in  a  dream, 

To  have  seen  those  dead  men  rise. 

“The  helmsman  steered,  the  ship  moved  on; 
Yet  never  a  breeze  up  blew; 

The  mariners  all  ’gan  work  the  ropes, 

Where  they  were  wont  to  do ; 

They  raised  their  limbs  like  lifeless  tools  — 
We  were  a  ghastly  crew.” 

RECIT. 

“  I  fear  thee,  ancient  Mariner! 

I  fear  thy  skinny  hand ! 

And  thou  art  long,  and  lank,  and  brown, 

As  is  the  ribbed  sea  sand. 

“  I  fear  thee,  ancient  Manner!” 

RECIT. 

“  Be  calm,  thou  Wedding-Guest! 

’Twas  not  those  souls  that  fled  in  pain, 

Which  to  their  corses  came  again, 

But  a  troop  of  spirits  blest : 

“  For  when  it  dawned— they  dropped  their  arms, 
And  clustered  round  the  mast; 

Sweet  sounds  rose  slowly  through  their 
mouths. 

And  from  their  bodies  passed. 


ARIA. 


QUARTET. 

“  Around,  around,  flew  each  sweet  sound, 
Then  darted  to  the  sun ; 

Slowly  the  sounds  came  back  again, 

Now  mixed,  now  one  by  one. 

“  Sometimes  a-dropping  from  the  sky 
I  heard  the  sky-lark  sing; 

Sometimes  all  little:  birds  that  are, 

How  they  seemed  to  fill  the  sea  and  air 
With  their  sweet  jargoning ! 

“  And  now  ’twas  like  all  instruments, 

Now  like  a  lonely  flute  : 

And  now  it  is  an  angel’s  song, 

That  makes  the  heavens  be  mute,  i 

RECIT. 

“  ’Till  noon  we  quietly  sailed  on, 

Yet  never  a  breeze  did  breathe ; 

Slowly  and  smoothly  went  the  ship, 
Moved  onward  from  beneath. 

“Under  the  keel  nine  fathom  deep, 

From  the  land  of  mist  and  snow, 

The  spirit  slid ;  and  it  was  he 
That  made  the  ship  to  go. 

The  sails  at  noon  left  off  their  tune, 

And  the  ship  stood  still  also. 

“  Then  like  a  pawing  horse  let  go, 

She  made  a  sudden  bound ; 

It  flung  the  blood  into  my  head, 

And  I  fell  down  in  a  swound. 

“  How  long  in  that  same  fit  I  lay, 

I  have  not  to  declaie; 

But  ere  my  living  life  returned, 

I  heard,  and  in  my  soul  discerned 
Two  voices  in  the  air. 

DUET. 

First  Voice. 

“  ‘  But  tell  me,  tell  me !  speak  again, 

Thy  soft  response  renewing — 

What  makes  that  ship  drive  on  so  fast? 
What  is  the  ocean  doing?  ’ 

Second  Voice. 

“  ‘  Still  as  a  slave  before  his  lord, 

The  ocean  hath  no  blast ; 

His  great  bright  eye  most  silently 
Up  to  the  moon  is  cast.’ 

First  Voice. 

“  ‘  But  why  drives  on  that  ship  so  fast, 
Without  a  wave  or  wind?  ’ 

Second  Voice. 

“  The  air  is  cut  away  before, 

And  closes  from  behind.’ 

First  and  Second  Voice. 

“  Fly,  brother,  fly !  more  high,  more  high  ! 
Or  we  shall  be  belated ; 

For  slow  and  slow  that  ship  will  go, 
When  the  Mariner’s  trance  is  abated.” 

RECIT. 

“  And  now  this  spell  was  snapt:  once  more 
I  viewed  the  ocean  green, 

And  looked  far  forth,  yet  little  saw 
Of  what  had  else  been  seen. 

“  But  soon  there  breathed  a  wind  on  me, 
Nor  sound  nor  motion  made; 

Its  path  was  not  upon  the  sea, 

In  ripple  or  in  shade. 

“  It  raised  my  hair,  it  fanned  my  cheek 
Like  a  meadow-gale  of  spring — 

It  mingled  strangely  with  my  fears, 

Yet  it  felt  like  a  welcoming. 


“  Swiftly,  swiftly  flew  the  ship, 

Yet  she  sailed  softly  too; 

Sweetly,  sweetly  blew  the  breeze — 

On  me  alone  it  blew. 

“  Oh  !  dream  of  joy !  is  this  indeed 
The  light-house  top  I  see? 

Is  this  the  hill?  is  this  the  kirk? 

Is  this  mine  own  countree? 

“  We  drifted  over  the  harbor  bar, 

And  I  with  sobs  did  pray 
O  let  me  be  awake,  my  God ! 

Or  let  me  sleep  alway. 

ARIA. 

“The  harbor-bay  was  clear  as  glass. 

So  smoothly  it  was  strewn  ! 

And  on  the  bay  the  moonlight  lay, 

And  the  shadow  of  the  moon. 

“  The  rock  shone  bright,  the  kirk  no  less, 
That  stands  above  the  rock  : 

The  moonlight  steeped  in  silentness 
The  steady  weather-cock. 

RECIT. 

“  And  the  bay  was  white  with  silent  light, 

Till  rising  from  the  same, 

Full  many  shapes,  that  shadows  were, 

In  crimson  colors  came. 

“  A  little  distance  from  the  prow 
Those  crimson  shadows  were; 

I  turned  my  eyes  upon  the  deck — 

O,  Christ,  what  saw  I  there! 

“Each  corse  lay  flat,  lifeless  and  flat, 

And,  by  the  holy  rood, 

A  man  all  light,  a  seraph  man, 

On  every  corse  there  stood. 

SOPRANO  SOLO  AND  CHORUS  OF 
FEMALES. 

“This  seraph  band,  each  waved  his  hand, 

It  was  a  heavenly  sight  — 

They  stood  as  signals  to  the  land, 

Each  one  a  lovely  light. 

“  This  seraph  band,  each  waved  his  hand, 

No  voice  did  they  impart  — 

No  voice ;  but  oh  !  the  silence  sank 
Like  music  on  my  heart. 

FINALE.— QUARTET  AND  CHORUS. 

“  What  loud  uproar  bursts  from  the  door? 

The  wedding  guests  are  there; 

But  in  the  garden-bower  the  bride 
And  bridesmaids  singing  are  : 

And  hark  the  little  vesper  bell, 

Which  biddeth  me  to  prayer. 

“  O  sweeter  than  the  marriage  feast, 

’Tis  sweeter  far  to  me, 

To  walk  together  to  the  kirk 
With  a  goodly  company ! 

“  To  walk  together  to  the  kirk, 

And  all  together  pray, 

While  each  to  his  great  father  bends, 

Old  men,  and  babes,  and  loving  friends, 
And  youths  and  maidens  gay ! 

“  He  prayeth  best  who  loveth  best, 

All  things  both  great  and  small ; 

For  the  dear  God  who  loveth  us, 

He  made  and  loveth  all.” 


MUSIC  AND/THE  DRAMA. 

lA  I  mjf  / 


THE  FOSTEJL  CLUB’S  CONCERT. 

3De  programme/ of  the  Foster  club’s  concert, 
which  took  place  in  the  Mechanics’  hall  on  Friday 
night,  was  as  follows 

'  _  ■  First  Part, 

l.  Part-song.  <‘We  roam  and  rule 

the  sea” . .  Heurv  Leslie 

The  XIHth  Psaim,  for  tenor  solo 

and  chorus . . . .  F.  Liszt 

[The  solo  sung  by  Dr.  Langmaid.J 
Second  Part. 

1.  Contralto  solo.  “Guinevere”..  .Arthur  Sullivan 
.  [SuDg  by  Miss  Florence  Holmes.] 

2.  Part-song.*  “When  hands 

o  _  meet” . . . Ciro  Pinsuti 

3.  Tenor  solo.  “Stars  of  the  Slim¬ 

mer  Night” . . Berthold  Tours 

[Sung  by  Dr.  Langmaid.l 

4.  “John  Gilpin.”  Cantata  for 

solos  and  chorus . Thos.  Anderton 

[Tlxc  solos  sung  by  Mrs.  H.  F.  Knowles,  soprano; 
Miss  Ita  "Welsh,  contralto;  Mr,  Cyras  Brig¬ 
ham,  tenor;  Dr.  Bullard,  bass.] 

Of  the  quality  of  the  performance  there  could 
not  be  two  opinions :  it  was  excellent  in  almost 
every  particular,  both  of  solo  and  part  singing.  Of 
the  merit  of  the  programme  it  is  not  possible  to 
speak  with  so  much  confidence.  Leslie’s  part- 
song,  “We  roam  and  rule  the  sea,”  is  a  fresh  and 
stining  composition;  Arthur  Sullivan’s  “Guine¬ 
vere”  has  a  certain  momentary  exquisiteness ;  Pin- 
suti’s  “W^en  hands  meet”  is  a  fine  example  of  the 
later  style  in  sentimental  part-song  writing,  and  has 
an  enchanting  melodic  beauty  and  many  subtle¬ 
ties  of  harmony;  and  “Stars  of  the  Summer  Night” 


has  received  at  the  hand  of  Berthold  Tours  a  set-  j 
ting  almost  worthy  of  the  most  musical  serenade 
to  be  found  in  modern  verse.  Thus  far,  then,  the 
programme  was  delightful ;  but  the  greater  part  of 
its  substance  was  contained  in  Liszt’s  setting  of 
the  thirteenth  Psalm,  and  in  Anderton’s  “John 
Gilpin.”  Both  of  these  works  are  new  to  Boston,^ 
and  we  doubt  if  we  shall  have  the  opportunity  of 
hearing  either  of  them  often  repeated.  Liszt’s 
production  certainly  produces  a  melancholy  im¬ 
pression  at  a  first  hearing,— melancholy,  and,  in 
spite  of  a  few  inspired  phrases,  tedious, 
as  Liszt’s  vocal  music,  so  far  as  pre¬ 
sented  in  this  country,  has  gen¬ 

erally  been  found  to  be.  A  single  voice,  litter¬ 
ing  the  personal  anguish  and  despair  of  David, 
cries  out  without  ceasing,  for  a  long  time,  that 
*  God  has  forgotten  it,  and  then  as  persistently  calls 
upon  itself  and  its  powers  to  trust  and  praise  him. 
The  chorus  follows  and  repeats  these  ideas,  with 
the  natural  variations.  .  Some  of  tne  choral  por- 
i  tions  of  the  work  are  interesting— especially  so 
Js  a  short  fugue  near  its  close— but  even  these 
showr  little  power  in  the  manipulation  and  group¬ 
ing  of  masses  of  vocal  sound,  and  they  impress 
themselves  very  slightly  upon  the  mind.  The  solo 
is  even  less  effective;  the  composer  seems  here 
quite  to  lack  the  resource  in  melodic  forms  which 
is  essential  to  express  the  oft-repeated  thought, 
and  the  iterations  and  reiterations  of  the  words  j 
soon  come  to  have,  in  spite  of  their  elaborations, 
a  dry  sameness  and  inadequacy  which  can  only  be 
called  exasperating.  Worst  of  all  they  are  not 
beautiful,  except  for  rare  and  almost  impalpable 
moments.  They  can  be  defended  in  the  a  -i-  b  mode 


of  the  defenders  of  modern  musical  vagaries,  who 
inform  you  in  substance  that  certain  intervals 
and  certain  turns  of  phrase  are  essentially  appro¬ 
priate  to  expiess  certain  emotions,  and  who  give 
the  listener  to  understand  that  the  fault  is  in  his 
own  moral  conformation  if  he  does  not  feel  as  the 
|  composer  desires  he  should.  That  the  music,  par¬ 
ticularly  that  of  the  tenor  solo,  was  very  difficult 
there  was  also  no  doubt,  and  great  praise  and  ad¬ 
miration  may  well  be  accorded  to  Dr.  Langmaid 
for  bis  facile  and  polished  interpretation  of  his 
part.  The  chorus  also  did  its  duty  manfully 
and  womanfully,  encountering  great  difficulties 
with  courage  and  subduing  them  with  ease. 

The  “John  Gilpin”  of  Thomas  Anderton  is 
also  newr  to  this  cily,  we  believe.  It  is  a  pleasant 
work,  to  which  one  can  listen  with  steady  patience 
and  occasional  delight  for  one  evening.  It  does 
not  seem  to  us. that  there  is  much  in  it  that  is 
really  meritorious.  There  is  some  pretty  jingle,— 
which  recalls  the  opera  bouffe  occasionally,— a 
good  deal  of  music,  in  which  fast  riding  is  cleverly 
imitated  or  suggested,  and  now  and  then  there  is 
a  touch  of  humor  in  the  form  of  the 
melody.  But  for  the  most  part  such 
fun  as  there  is  in  the  work  consists  in 
the  employment  of  the  serio-comic,— as  by  the  use 
of  the  mock-pathetic  sty  le  on  such  a  distich  as 
“These  twice  ten  years,  yet  we  no  holiday  have 
seen,”  or  by  the  application  of  a  broad,  grave, 
sonorous  chord  to  the  last  words  of  the 
line,— said  of  John  Gilpin’s  horse,— “Did 
wonder  more  and  more .”  And  the 

total  effect,  from  the  comic  poiut  of  view,  is  mild. 
Such  was  the  effect,  certainly  upon  the  audience, 
the  great  majority  of  whom  studied  Cowper’s 
words  upon  their  programmes  with  dow  ncast  and 
uprelaxing  gravity  from  the  beginning  to  the  end 
of  the  cantata.  We  cannot  stop  now  to  discuss 
the  subject  of  music  in  its  relations  to  humor;  but 
we  believe  that  such  a  poem  as  “John  Gilpin”  can 
be  set  to  effective  music  only  by  some  composer 
like  Parry,  who  will  follow  its  phases  and  express 
each  with  strong  burlesque  extravagance,  or  by 
some  great  operatic  genius,  w  ho  might  treat  its 
situations  successively  en  bloc ,  as  the  situations 
are  treated  in  Rossini’s  “Barber  of  Seville.”  In 
“John  Gilpin”  the  chorus  again  did  its  wrork  ad¬ 
mirably,  and  the  solos  were  all  very  satisfactorily 
given,  Miss  Welsh  and  Mrs.  Knowles  particularly 
excelling.  Nearly  the  w'hole  of  the  poem  was  used 
in  the  cantata,  the  history  ot  the  “stone  bottles,” 
each  of  which  had  a  “curling  ear,”  oeing  the  only 
important  matter  omitted.  In  one  or  two  places 
the  programme  text,  and  seemingly  the  cantata 
text,  was  impure.  It  was  especially  sad  to  see 
“pounds”  rhymed  with  “around,”  the  final  “s” 
being  a  most  “unnecessary  letter”— as  Kent  calls 
the  Stacard  in  “Lear”— injurious  both  to  the  jingle 
and  the  humor  of  the  quatrain. 

We  must  close  our  notice  w  ith  a  repeated  ex¬ 
pression  of  delight  with  the  chorus,  who  certainly 
do  great  credit  to  Mr.  Whiting’s  skill  as  a  con¬ 
ductor.  The  quality  of  the  voices  averages  to  be 
remarkably  good,  being  especially  strong  in  fresh¬ 
ness  and  vigor ;  the  choral  tone  "is  full,  elastic, 
sympathetic ;  the  wTiole  movement  is  accurate,  the 
“attack”  good,  the  pronunciation  correct,  though 
susceptible  of  some  improvement.  The  clean  exe¬ 
cution  of  several  difficult  running  passages 
showed  conclusively  that  the  individual  members 
of  the  club  were  largely  singers  of  nice  culture. 
The  piano  accompaniment  to  the  Psalrn  w'as 
neatly  played  by  Mr.  Sw  an. 
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Concert  by  the  Foster  Club. 

Tbe  Foster  Club  gave  the  first  concert  of  its  ninth 
season  in  Mechanics’  Hall,  last  evening,  to  an  audi- 
|  encc  enthusiastic  and  appreciative,  as  a  matter  of 
I  course.  Tbe  programme  was  as  follows: 


We  roam  and  rule  the  sea”.  .Henry  Leslie 
lhe  XHIth  Psalm  (tenor,  solo  ami  chorus),  Franz  Liszt 

Contralto  solo.  ••Guinevere” . Arthur  Sullivan 

Part-srng,  "When  hands  meet” . pjnsuti 

lenor  solo,  "Stars  of  the  summer  nights” _ B.  Tours 

"John  Gilpin,”  cantata  for  solos  and  chorus, 

Thomas  Anderton 
The  two  choral  works,  like  all  the  choral  music 
which  the  Foster  Club  presents,  were  given  for  the 
first  time  in  this  country.  The  Liszt  Psalm  was 
what  might,  with  more  or  less  reason,  have  been  ex¬ 


pected.  Those  who  have  heard  any  of  Liszt’s  part, 
wxiting  for  voices,  such  as  his  "Symphonic  Poems,” 
or  even  those  who  have  only  listened  to 
the  orchestral  introduction  to  these  poems, 
can  quite  .justly  imagine  what  similar  effects 
the  Abbe  might  produce.  The  psalm  in  question  is 
a  prayer,  beginning  with  "Lord,  for  how  long  wilt 
Thou  forget  me?”  There  is  the  deepest  depth  of 
distress  for  a  faithful  soul,  hut  gradually  tbe  char¬ 
acter  of  the  petition  changes  and  takes  on  a  tone  of 
hope  till  it  ends  in  the  ascription,  "Sing  to  the  Lord 
praises,  for  Be  hath  shown  mercy  upon  me.” 


There  is  no  question  that  Liszt  has  painted  his 
penitent  in  sackcloth  and  ashes,  and  grovelling  in 
a  very  observable,  if  not  a  very  true,  humility. 
In  fact,  his  condition  is  rather  incomprehensible, 
unless  physical  pain  bo  supposed  to  he  added  to 
mental  distress.  With  this  hypothesis,  one  may  un¬ 
derstand  how  it  is  that  fche  character  of  the  music  is 
at  first,  what  it  is;  but  it  seems  to  be  no  excuse, 
nevertheless,  for  sucVi  labored  technicalities  as  the 
author  has  ehosen  to  avail  himself  of.  Towards  the 
last,  the  flow  becomes  more  rhythmic,  and  there  is  a 
feeling  more  akin  to  satisfaction ;  but  as  must  always 
be  added,  there  seems  to  be  no  reason  why  dramatic 
efl^'t  need  be  sought  iu  such  a  weird,  strained  man¬ 
ner.  As  a  whole,  we  are  tempted  to  agree  with  the 
London  Athenaeum  in  its  criticism  of  four  years  ago, 
when  it  called  this  work  an  "incoherent  sample  of 
ecclesiastical  noise.”  That  it  was  as  well  giveu  as 
its  harmonies  would  permit,  may  be  safelv  assumed 
for  the  chorus  Mr.  Auderton’s  "John  Gilpin”  was 
amusing,  entertaining  and  attractive  in  many  wavs. 
There  was  an  especial  flavor  of  genius  in  the 
imitative  parts  of  it,  where  the  "trainband  captain” 
is  flying  over  the  road  on  his  steed,  and  in 
other  parts  where  tbe  cries  and  astonishment  at  his 
progress  are  duly  expressed  by  wondering  beholders 
and  worthy  citizens  generally.  The  choral  work  is 
without  exception  blight  and  sparkling,  presenting  ! 
many  places  interesting  for  the  music  in  itself  as 
well  as  forming  a  clothing  for  the  words.  The  con¬ 
tralto  air,  "Ah  Luckless  Speech,”  was  the  most 
happily  conceived  solo  in  the  cantata,  the  soprano 
solo  "At  Edmonton”  and  the  teuor  and  bass  duet, 
"What  News  ?”  being  next  iu  order  of  attractiveness. 
The  cherus  here,  as  elsewhere, exhibited  that  eu-  I 
tbusiaem  and  accuracy  which  come  from 
drilling  together  with  an  object  in  view.  The  solos 
in  the  cantata  were  by  Mrs.  H.  F.  Knowles,  Miss  Ita 
Welsh,  Mr.  Cyrus  Brigham  and  Dr.  Bullard,  all  of 
whom  were  fully  at  home.  If  we  were  to  discrimi¬ 
nate,  we  should  be  incliued  to  give  rather  the  higtiest 
praise  to  Miss  Welsh.  The  two  solos  after  the  psalm 
were  by  Miss  Florence  Holmes  and  Dr.  Langmaid. 
Miss  Holmes  was  pleasing,  Dr.  Langmaid  exceeding¬ 
ly  fine.  He  has  rarely  sung  with  a  truer  taste  or  a 
more  pleasing  style.  He  was  encored,  and  responded 
with  a  song  entirely  unfamiliar. 


^^DSAMATIC  AND  MUSICAL*1  J  ^ 

Concert  by  the  Foster  Club.  This  industrious  and 
enterprising  musical  organization  presented  a  fresh  and  in¬ 
teresting  programme  at  its  concert,  given  last  evening  at 
Mechanics’  Hall.  All  the  choral  works  brought  forward 
were  performed  on  the  occasion  for  the  first  time  in  this 
country,  and  the  list  included  a  part-song,  "We  roam  and 
rule  the  sea,”  by  Henry  Leslie;  Liszt’s  setting  of  the 
Thirteenth  Psalm;  a  Dart-song,  "When  hands  meet,”  by 
Pinsuti;  and  Thomas  Anderton’s  cantata  for  solos  and 
chorus,  "John  Gilpin.”  The  club  and  its  painstaking  con¬ 
ductor,  Mr  George  E.  Whiting,  had  evidently  bestowed 
much  care  and  time  upon  the  rehearsals,  and  it  is  fair  to  be¬ 
lieve  that  the  several  works  were  heard  under  favor¬ 
able  circumstances.  Tbe  Liszt  composition  is  lor  tenor  solo 
and  chorus.  It  is  marked  by  the  well  known  charac¬ 
teristics  of  its  composer,  and  much  of  the  music  appears  (at 
least  upon  a  first  hearing)  wild  and  incomprehensible.  The 
concluding  portion  of  the  work,  which  denotes  the  transition 
from  the  supplication  to  the  expressions  of  thankfulness  and 
praise,  is  undeniably  the  best.  Great  credit  is  due  Dr.  S.  W. 
Langmaid,  who  sustained  the  difficult  tenor  solos  with  signal 
ability,  and  also  to  the  accompanist,  Mr.  A.  W.  Swan,  as 
well  as  to  Mr.  Whiting  and  the  chorus.  Anderton’s  cantata 
was  certainly  an  entertaining  novelty.  Taking  some  forty 
odd  stanzas  of  William  Cowper’s  familiar  de¬ 
scription  of  Gilpin’s  lide,  the  composer  has  set 
them  to  music  in  the  same  merry  spirit  iu  which 
they  were  written.  The  music  is  light  and  unpretentious  in 
style,  but  escapes  the  commonplace.  Some  of  the  choruses 
are  models  of  their  kind,  and  several  of  the  early  sclos  are 
fresh  and  pleasing.  Nothing,  however,  could  contrast  more 
oddly  with  Liszt.  The  solo  parts  were  admirably  sustained 
by  Mrs.  H.  F.  Knowles,  soprano;  Miss  Ita  Welsh,  contralto; 
Air.  Cyrus  Brigham,  tenor;  and  Dr.  E.  C.  Bullard,  bass. 
The  part-song  by  Pinsuti  proved  very  pleasing  and  it  was 
finely  given.  The  audience  demanded  it  a  second  time.  A 
tenor  solo  by  Dr.  Langmaid.  “  Stars  of  the  Summer  Night,” 
by  Berthold  Tours,  which  was  given  with  fine  effect,  also 
elicited  an  encore,  which  was  answered  with  a  second  song. 
Miss  Florence  Holmes  also  appeared  as  a  soloist,  singing 
with  very  good  effect  a  song  by  Arthur  Sullivan,  entitled 
"  Guinevere.” 

The  Foster  Club, 'last  evening,  performed  ont  ef 
their  choice  pregrammes  of  new  choral  music  as 
follows:  Part-song,  "We  roam  and  rule  the  sea,” 
Henry  Leslie;  -The  XIHth  Psalm  (tenor,  solo  and 
chorus),  Franz  Liszt  ;J  Contralto  solo,  "Guinevere,” 
Arthur  Sullivan;  Part-song,  "When  hands  meet,” 
Pinsuti:  Tenor  solo,  "Stars  of  the  summer 
nights,”  B.  Tours;  "John  Gilpin,”  cantata  for 
solos  and  chorus,  Thomas  Anderton.  Of  the 
Liszt  psalm,  impressive  and  incomprehensible  as 
it  seemed  by  turns,  it  would  be  manifestly  im¬ 
proper  to  speak  definitively  after  a  single  hearing. 
The  John  Gilpin  cantata  was  a  bright,  jolly, 
melodiously  noisy  thing,  with  a  little  sameness  in 
the  solos  and  recitative,  but  particularly  strong  in 
me  choruses.  The  solos  in  the  cantata  vfrere  by 
Mrs.  H.  F.  Knowles,  Miss  Ita  Welsh,  Mr.  Cyrus 
Brigham  and  Dr.  Bullard.  Miss  Welsh  (who' has 
made  extraordinary  progress  in  all  that  gives  the 
ease  and  repose  of  conscious  and  assured  artistic 
strength)  delivered  her  solos  with  a  beauty  of 
voice  and  breadth  and  elegance  of  style  worthy  of 
mere  important  music.  Dr.  Bullard  also  sang 
with  more  than  his  wantedwarinth  and  color,  and 
Mrs.  H.  F.  Knowles  carried  off  the  soprano  solos 
with  brilliancy.  The  other  solos  of  the  programme 
were  by  Miss  Florence  Holmes  and  Dr.  Langmaid. 


THE  FOSTER  CLUB  CONCERT. 

The  Foster  Club  gave  the  first  concert  of  its 
ninth  season  in  Mechanics’ Hall,  last  Friday  evening, 
presenting  the  following  programme:— 

Part  Song.  We  roam  and  rule  the  Sea . H.  Leslie 

i  Psalm  XIII,  Tenor  solo  and  chorus . p.  Liszt 

Contralto  Solo.  Gennvleve . A.  Sulllvau 

Part  Song.  When  Hands  meet . C,  Plnsutl 

Tenor  Solo.  Stars  of  the  Summer-night . B.  Tours 

.  John  Gilpin.  Cantata— solos  and  chorus . T.  Andertan 

Two  numbers— Liszt’s  psalm  and  Andertan’s  cantata — 
were  heard  for  the  first  time  in  Boston.  The  psalm  was 
a  puzzler.  It  is  possible  that  admiratioh  may  be  excited 
by  familiarity— such  in  fact  was  the  experience  of  the 
club — but,  for  the  present,  we  feel  bound  to  confess  that, 
having  heard  Prometheus  and  the  Psalm,  we  are  not  yet 
prepared  to  believe  that  Handel,  Bach  and  Mendelssohn 
have  met  in  Liszt  their  peer  as  a  choral  writer.  Liszt, 
with  ail  his  learning  and  ingenuity,  cannot  be  considered 
as  a  vocal  writer,  unless  the  singing  world  in  general  is 
willing  to  sacrifice  expression,  pure  and  simple,  and 
permit  thorax,  larynx  and  the  rest  of  the  vocal  tna-  J 
cbinery  to  be  used  as  though  they  were  but  wooden  or 
metallic  tubes,  valves  and  so  forth— * ‘throats  of  brass 
with  leathern  lungs  supplied.”  The  psalm  has  excited 
alternate  derision  and  enthusiasm  abroad  —  unstinted 
censure  or  unqualified  praise  being  accorded,  as  the 
mind  of  the  critic  was  turned  by  inclination  or  educa¬ 
tion.  On  its  first  presentation  in  London,  by  Mr.  Wal¬ 
ter  Bache’s  choir,  February  28, 1873,  the  Athenceum  could 
not  find  words  strong  enough  to  express  its  contempt 
and  disgust,  summing  up  its  opinions  by  calling  it  “an 
incoherent  sample  of  ecclesiastical  noise.”  Not  bad  in 
its  way,  but  not  conclusive;  Liszt’s  friends  might  have 
rejoined  that  the  composer  was  not  bound  to  furnish  his 
hearers  with  brains.  Two  years  later,  when  Mr.  Bacbe 
repeated  the  work,  the  Athenceum  was  again  at  a  loss  for 
epithets  wh{ch  should  accurately  express  its  opinion, 
only  this  time  the  opinion  was,  in  the  highest  degree, 
favorable.  The  psalm  was  pronounced  fervent,  passion¬ 
ate,  imposingly  religious,  with  the  breadth  and  majesty 
of  Handel  in  the  choral  portions,  and  the  picturesquenesa 
and  grandeur  of  Beethoven  in  the  orchestration.  Mr. 
Ebenezer  Prout’s  comments  in  the  Academy  were 
in  a  cooler  vein.  After  referring  to  the 
novel  form  and  character  of  the  psaim,  and 
:  admitting  that  to  those  who  heard  it  for  the  first  time  it 
might  seem  “a  mere  musical  cbaos  in  which  fragments 
of  melody  are  from  time  to  time  distinguishable,”  he  de¬ 
clared  that  he  had  yet  met  nothing  of  Liszt’s  which  bad 
so  struck  him  with  tbe  intense  truthfulness  of  its  musi¬ 
cal  expression,  This  judgment  is  not  without  reason, 
even  omitting  tbe  condition  of  its  being  Liszt's  work. 
Extreme  anguish  is  portrayed  in  tbe  opening  sentence, 
“How  long,  Lord,  wilt  Thou  forget  me?”  profound 
earnestness  in  the  supplicating  phrases,  “Hearken  now, 
and  incline  Thine  ear absolute  faith  in  the  tender 
melody  given  to  the  sentence,  “O  Lord,  in  Thee  is  my 
trust;”  and  exultant  joy  in  the  six  part  fugue  at  the 
close,  “Sing  to  the  Lord,  praises.”  The  latter  admirably 
shows  the  master’s  ingenuity  in  the  adaptation  of  the 
opening  sentence  as  its  subject.  The  solos  were  sung  by 
Dr.  Langmaid  with  surpassing  intelligence  and  delicacy. 
The  instances  of  difficult  intervals,  apalling  to  most 
singers,  are  numerous,  and  the  voice  is  constantly  kept 
up  among  the  highest  notes.  We  heartily  congratulate 
Dr.  Langmaid  on  his  successfnl  accomplishment  of 
task,  almost  unequalled  in  oratorio  music  so  far  as  dui- 
culties  are  concerned.  The  choral  portions  were 


creditably  performed,  though  it  was  quite  apparent  that 
the  work  really  required  a  much  larger  body  of  singers 
to  give  it  full  justice.  Still  we  must  acknowledge  our 
debt  to  the  managers  anddirector  of  this  clever  corps  for 
their  courage  in  undertaking  a  work  which,  as  Mr.  Prout 
had  observed,  “bristles  with  difficulties.”  It  is  quite  in 
place  here  to  make  a  further  acknowledgement  of  the 
labors  of  the  club  in  former  years.  It  has  always  been 
its  purpose  and  practice  to  produce  works  which  might 
not  otherwise  be  heard.  There  is  no  other  organization 
in  America  which  devotes  itself  entirely  to  making  ama¬ 
teurs  acquainted  with  the  newest  productions  of  contem- 
poraneous  writers.  Mr.  Swan  played  the  accompani¬ 
ments  for  the  psalm  with  excellent  taste  and  in 
a  thoroughly  sympathetic  and  appreciative  manner, 
Mr.  Andertan’s  cantata  differs  as  widely  from  Liszt’s 
work  as  does  Cowp  .r’s  text  from  that  of  the  divine 
psalmist.  It  was  not  to  be  expected  that  one  should 
find  in  it  anything  very  serious  in  the  way  of  composi¬ 
tion.  It  appears  to  be  written  In  the  same  feeling  as 
that  which  inspired  the  poet,  and  is,  throughout,  a  hap¬ 
py  reflex  of  the  humor  of  the  ballad,  Mr.  Andertan, 
who  is,  by  the  way,  an  organist  at  Birmingham,  En¬ 
gland,  where  the  cantata  was  first  sung  about  a  year  ago 
has  in  other  works  given  evidence  of  his  ability  to  com¬ 
pose  in  a  more  serious  vein  when  occasion  demands, 
There  is  much  that  is  clever  in  the  cantata.  Gilpins’ 
aria  for  bass  voice,  “I  am  a  linen-draper  bold,”  is  a  fine 
example  of  the  mock  heroic.  The  contralto  air  “Ah, luck* 
less  speech,”  is  very  descriptive,  after  the  burlesque 
manner  of  the  ballad,  of  the  loving  wife's  regard  for  the 
involuntary  runaway.  Animated  bits  of  desciiptive 
music  also  occur  in  the  choruses.  The  repetitions  of 
the  words  in  the  choruses  do  not  always  seem  to  be 
needed,  nor  has  the  composer  availed  himself  of  every 
opportunity  to  produce  an  effect.  The  solos,  which  were 
all  acceptably  given,  were  sung  by  Mrs.  H.  F.  Knowles, 
Miss  Ita  Welsh,  Mr.  Cyrus  Brigham  and  Dr. 
E.  C.  Bullard.  Tbe  entire  work  went  off 

with  much  spirit,  and  appeared  to  give  much 
pleasure  to  performers  and  audieuce— mainly,  no  doubt, 
from  the  relief  it  afforded,  by  its  very  simplicity,  to  the 
confused  impression  left  by  Liszt’s  psalm.  Mr,  George 
E.  Whiting,  under  whose  direction  tho  concert  was 
given,  played  the  accompaniments.  As  it  seemed  to  us 
he  failed,  in  some  instances,  to^nte^pret  the  composer’s 
intention,  his  ideas  of  time  being  -eatwelf  erratic.  Had 
the  concluding  chorus,  marked  maestoso ,  been  taken 
still  slower  than  played  by  him,  it  would  have  been 
more  effective.  An  incessant  tendency  to  accelerate  also 
marred  the  effect.  If  the  work  were  worth  the  doing,  it 
were  worth  doing  well.  We  cannot  always  be  eating 
beef  a  la  mode.  Some  ot  us  are  willing  to  gratify  our¬ 
selves  with  a  few  sugar  plums  now  and  then,  but  we 
want  the  suger-plums  prepared  with  as  much  care  as 
the  seasoning  of  the  beet.  Mias  Florence  Holmea  sang 
the  song  by  Sullivan.  The  young  lady  has  a  brilliant 
voice  ai-d  sings  with  care  and  intelligence.  Tours’s  song 
was  given  with  much  taste  by  Dr.  Langmaid.  He  was 
recalled  and  sang  Gounod’s  Biodina.  Of  the  part-songs, 
that  by  Pinsuti  pleased  us  the  must.  Tbe  audience 
seemed  f  oe  of  the  same  way  of  thinking,  and  warmly 
recognizing  the  *becoming  manner  in  which  the  club 
treateu  deliver/ %f  the  competition,  insisted  on  a 
‘/.epetitiu 
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FOSTER  CLUB 


i 

NINTH  SEASON-FIRST  CONCERT 

\  ’ 

MECHANICS  HALL 

Friday,  February  2,  1877 

AT  EIGHT  O’CLOCK. 


The  Grand  Pianoforte  is  from  the  Manufactory  of  Henry  F.  Miller, 
611  Washington  Street,  Boston. 


PROGRAMME. 


L  PART-SONG.  We  roam  and  rule  the  Sea 


Henry  Leslie. 


2.  THE  XI llth  PSALM.  For  Tenor  Solo  and  Chorus  -  Franz  Liszt. 

Let  not  my  foe  conquer,  tho’  his  hand  be 


Lord,  for  how  long  wilt  thou,  O  God,  forget  me  ? 
How  long,  Lord,  wilt  thou  hide  thy  face  far  from 
me  ?  How  long,  Lord,  shall  I  commune  in  soul- 
deep  anguish,  and  my  heart  be  full  of  tribulation 
daily  ?  How  long,  Lord,  shall  be  my  foe  over  me 
triumphant  ? 

Hearken  now  and  incline  thine  ear,  Lord,  my 
God.  O  show  mine  eyes  thy  glory,  behold  me, 
incline  thine  ear,  lest  I  sleep  in  death’s  deep 
slumber. 


mighty  against  me ;  lest  they  that  hate  me 
triumph  in  their  malice,  that  I  am  thus  brought 
low. 

O  Lord,  in  thee  is  my  trust,  for  thou  art  gra¬ 
cious,  for  thou  art  merciful.  My  heart  shall  re¬ 
joice  in  thy  great  tenderness. 

Sing  to  the  Lord  praises,  for  he  hath  shown 
mercy  to  me. 


Second  Part 


1. 

2. 

3. 

4, 


CONTRALTO  SOLO.  G-uinevere 
PART-SONG.  When  Hands  meet 


Arthur  Sullivan. 
Ciro  Pinsuti. 


TENOR  SOLO.  Stars  of  the  Summer  Night  C  Berth  old  Tours. 

JOHN  GILPIN Cantata  for  Solos  and  Chorus  -  -  Thomas  Anderton. 


CHORUS. 

John  Gilpin  was  a  citizen 
Of  credit  and  renown, 

A  trainband  captain  eke  was  he 
Of  famous  London  town. 

RECIT.  —  Soprano. 

John  Gilpin’s  spouse  said  to  her  dear, 

-  “  Though  wedded  we  have  been 

These  twice  ten  tedious  years,  yet  we 
No  holiday  have  seen. 

AIR. 

To-morrow  is  our  wedding  day, 

And  we  will  then  repair 
Unto  the  Bell  at  Edmonton, 

All  in  a  chaise  and  pair. 

My  sister,  and  my  sister’s  child, 

Myself,  and  children  three, 

Will  fill  the  chaise  ;  so  you  must  ride 
On  horseback  after  we.” 

RECIT.  —  Bass. 

He  soon  replied,  —  “I  do  admire 
Of  womankind  but  one, 

And  you  are  she,  my  dearest  dear ; 
Therefore  it  shall  be  done. 

AIR. 

I  am  a  linen  draper  bold, 

As  all  the  world  doth  know, 

And  my  good  friend  the  calender 
Will  lend  his  horse  to  go.” 

SOLO.  —  Contralto. 

Quoth  Mrs.  Gilpin,  —  “That’s  well  said  ; 

And  for  that  wine  is  dear, 

We  will  be  furnish’d  with  our  own, 
Which  is  both  bright  and  clear.” 

CHORUS. 

John  Gilpin  kiss’d  his  loving  wife  ; 

O’erjoyed  was  he  to  find, 

That,  though  on  pleasure  she  was  bent, 
She  had  a  frugal  mind. 


The  morning  came,  the  chaise  was  brought, 
But  yet  was  not  allow’d 
To  drive  up  to  the  door,  lest  all 
Should  say  that  she  was  proud. 

So  three  doors  off  the  chaise  was  stay’d, 
Where  they  did  all  get  in; 

Six  precious  souls,  and  all  agog 
To  dash  through  thick  and  thin. 

Smack  went  the  whip,  round  went  the  wheels, 
Were  never  folks  so  glad, 

The  stones  did  rattle  underneath, 

As  if  Cheapside  were  mad. 

AIR. — Tknor. 

John  Gilpin  at  his  horse’s  side 
Seized  fast  the  flowing  mane, 

And  up  he  got,  in  haste  to  ride, 

But  soon  came  down  again; 

For  saddletree  scarce  reach’d  had  he, 

His  journey  to  Ipegin, 

When,  turning  round  his  head,  he  saw 
Three  customers  come  in. 

So  down  he  came  ;  for  loss  of  time, 

Although  it  griev’d  him  sore, 

Yet  loss  of  pence,  full  well  he  knew, 

Would  trouble  him  much  more. 

CHORUS. 

Now  see  him  mounted  once  again 
Upon  his  nimble  steed, 

Full  slowly  pacing  o’er  the  stones, 

With  caution  and  good  heed. 

So  “  Fair  and  softly,”  John  he  cried, 

But  John  he  cried  in  vain  ; 

That  trot  became  a  gallop  soon, 

In  spite  of  curb  and  rein. 

His  horse,  who  never  in  that  sort 
Had  handled  been  before, 

What  thing  upon  his  back  had  got 
Did  wonder  more  and  more. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  neck  or  naught; 

Away  went  hat  and  wig ; 

He  little  dreamt,  when  he  set  out, 

Of  running  such  a  rig. 


QUARTETTE. 

The  clogs  did  bark,  the  children  scream’d, 
Up  flew  the  windows  all  ; 

And  every  soul  cried  out  “  Well  done  !  ” 
As  loud  as  he  could  bawl. 


DUET.  (  Continued. ) 

He  held  them  up,  and  in  his  turn 
Thus  showed  his  ready  wit : 

“  My  head  is  twice  as  big  aS  yours, 
They  therefore  needs  must  fit. 


And  still,  as  fast  as  he  drew  near, 
’Twas  wonderful  to  view, 

How  in  a  trice  the  turnpike  men 
Their  gates  wide  open  threw. 

CHORUS. 

Thus  all  through  merry  Islington 
These  gambols  he  did  play, 
Until  he  came  unto  the  Wash 
Of  Edmonton  so  gay. 


But  let  me  scrape  the  dirt  away 
That  hangs  upon  your  face  ; 

And  stop  and  eat,  for  well  you  may 
Be  in  a  hungry  case.” 

Said  John,  —  “  It  is  my  wedding  day, 
And  all  the  world  would  stare, 

If  wife  should  dine  at  Edmonton, 

And  I  should  dine  at  Ware.” 

So  turning  to  his  horse,  he  said, 

“  I  am  in  haste  to  dine  ; 

’Twas  for  your  pleasure  you  came  here, 
You  shall  go  back  for  mine.” 


Away  went  Gilpin  —  who  but  he  ? 

His  fame  soon  spread  around  : 

“  He  carries  weight !  ”  “  He  rides  a  race  ! 

“  ’Tis  for  a  thousand  pounds  !  ” 


AIR.  —  Soprano. 

At  Edmonton,  his  loving  wife 
From  the  balcony  spied 
Her  tender  husband,  wondering  much 
To  see  how  he  did  ride. 

“  Stop,  stop,  John  Gilpin  !  Here’s  the  house  !  ” 
They  all  at  once  did  cry  ; 

“  The  dinner  waits,  and  we  are  tired  :  ” 

Said  Gilpin,  “  So  am,  I !  ” 


AIR.  —  Contralto. 

Ah  luckless  speech,  and  bootless  boast ! 

For  which  he  paid  full  dear  ; 

For  while  he  spake,  a  braying  ass 
Did  sing  most  loud  and  clear  : 

Whereat  his  horse  did  snort,  as  he 
Had  heard  a  lion  roar, 

And  gallop’d  off  with  all  his  might, 

As  he  had  done  before. 


But  yet  his  horse  was  not  a  whit 
Inclined  to  tarrv  there  ; 

For  why?  —  his  owner  had  a  house 
Full  ten  miles  off,  at  Ware. 

REC  IT.  — Tenor. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  out  of  breath, 

And  sore  against  his  will,  # 

Till,  at  his  friend  the  calender’s, 

Ilis  horse  at  last  stood  still. 

The  calender,  amazed  to  see 
His  neighbor  in  such  trim, 

Laid  down  his  pipe,  flew  to  the  gate, 

And  thus  accosted  him  :  — 

« 

DUET. — Tenor  and  Bass. 

“  What  news  ?  what  news  ?  your  tidings  tell ; 

Tell  me  you  must  and  shall : 

Say  why  bareheaded  you  are  come, 

Or  why  you  came  at  all  ?  ” 

“  I  came  because  your  horse  would  come  ; 

And,  if  I  well  forbode, 

My  hat  and  wig  will  soon  be  here,  — 

They  are  upon  the  road.” 

The  calender,  right  glad  to  find 
His  friend  in  merry  pin, 

Return’d  him  not  a  single  word, 

But  to  his  house  went  in  : 

Whence  straight  he  came  with  hat  and  wig  ; 

A  wig  that  flowed  behind, 

A  hat  not  much  the  worse  for  wear, 

Each  comely  in  its  kind. 


Away  went  Gilpin,  and  away 
Went  Gilpin’s  hat  and  wig  : 

He  lost  them  sooner  than  at  first, 

For  why  ?  they  were  too  big. 

Now  mistress  Gilpin,  when  she  saw 
Her  husband  posting  down 

Into  the  country  far  away, 

She  pull’d  out  half-a-crown  ; 

And  thus  unto  the  youth  she  said, 

That  drove  them  to  the  Bell, 

“  This  shall  be  yours,  when  you  bring  bad 
My  husband  safe  and  well.” 

CHORUS. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  and  away 
Went  postboy  at  his  heels, 

The  postboy’s  horse  right  glad  to  miss 
The  lumbering  of  the  wheels. 

And  now  the  turnpike-gates  again 
Flew  open  in  short  space  ; 

The  toll-men  thinking,  as  before, 

That  Gilpin  rode  a  race. 

And  so  he  did,  and  won  it  too, 

For  he  got  first  to  town  ; 

Nor  stopp’d  till  where  he  had  got  up 
He  did  again  get  down. 

Now  let  us  sing  long  live  the  King, 

And  Gilpin,  long  live  he, 

And  when  he  next  doth  ride  abroad, 

May  I  be  there  to  see  ! 


/ 
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NINTH  SEASON -SECOND  CONCERT 

VOCAL  CONCERT 

UNDER  THE  DIRECTION  OF  Mr.  GEORGE  E.  WHITING 

MECHANICS  HALL 
Wednesday  May  9  1877 

AT  EIGHT  O’CLOCK 


i 


The  Grand  Piano  is  from  the  Manufactory  of  Henry  F.  Miller, 
611  Washington  Street,  Boston. 


Programme. 


i.  GOD,  THOU  ART  GREAT! — Sacred  Cantata  for  Solos  and  Chorus,  Spohr. 


God,  Thou  art  great !  The  Heav’ns  are  declaring,  The  sun  in  his  brightness. 
The  stars  in  their  wandering ;  Thou  art  the  mighty  one.  God,  Thou  art  great ! 
The  earth  sounds  Thy  praises  in  deep  roaring  billows  ;  in  bright  beaming  meadows, 
in  all  living  creatures.  'Thou  art  the  mighty  one.  Worlds  in  boundless  orbits  roll¬ 
ing,  great  is  He  who  formed  you  first.  All  ye  hosts  of  heav’nly  bodies  shout  your 
maker,  sound  His  glory,  great  is  He  who  formed  you  first. 

Thou  earth,  waft  sweet  incense  o’er  thy  plains ;  be  an  altar  pouring  thanks  ; 
sound  his  praise  ye  rocky  mountains  ;  breathe  his  glory  whispering  breezes ;  He 
will  be,  and  is,  and  was.  God,  Thou  art  great  !  The  seraph  hail  Thee,  the  worm 
and  dust.  Thou  art  our  maker,  Thou  art  the  loving  one  !  Thy  love  is  given  to 
men  who  strive  to  obey  their  maker,  and  seek  their  Father. 

Be  dumb  ye  sinners  !  The  world  is  God’s,  and  He  is  loved. 

Children,  pray  this  love  to  cherish,  ye  whom  God  has  made  his  like.  Ye  gen¬ 
tle  spirits,  the  world  is  all  your  own.  The  beams'of  morning,  the  rays  of  evening, 
the  day,  the  night,  they  both  to  you  bring  peace  and  bliss.  Mortals  rejoice,  the  curse 
is  passed.  Ye  now  are  blessed,  and  Heaven  itself  e’en  now  draws  near.  Earth,  be 
thou  now  a  land  with  love  o’erflowing,  so  Heaven  remains  ever  with  thee. 

Walk,  ye  hundred  thousands  on  the  earth  now  dwelling,  walk  ye  on  in  love 
and  truth.  Great  is  God  and  vast  his  goodness  ;  but  on  loving  spirits  only  wTill  his 
shadow  rest. 

God,  Thou  art  great !  So  say  the  Heavens  ;  the  eaith  proclaims  it ;  so  sing 
bright  seraphim  and  souls  of  all  men.  Thou  art  the  mighty  one,  the  living  one  for 
ever  more.  Amen. 

2.  SONGS  FOR  TENOR,  ........  Jensen. 

a.  Klinge,  Klinge,  mein  Pandero.  Op.  21,  No.  1. 

b.  Murmelndes  Luftchen,  Bliithenwind.  Op.  21,  No.  4. 

3.  PART  SONG  —  A  Dream  of  Calm,  ......  Leslie. 

4.  GALLIA  —  Motett  for  soprano  solo  and  chorus,  ....  Gounod. 

Solitary  lieth  the  city,  she  that  was  full  of  people  !  How  is  she  widow'd  !  She 
that  was  great  among  nations.  Princess  among  the  provinces.  How  is  she  put  un¬ 
der  tribute  !  Sorely  she  weepeth  in  darkness.  Her  tears  are  on  her  cheeks ;  and 
no  one  offreth  consolation.  Yea,  all  her  friends  have  betrayed  her;  they  are  be¬ 
come  her  enemies. 

Zion’s  ways  do  languish,  none  come  to  her  solemn  feasts.  All  her  gates  are 
desolate,  her  priests  sigh  ;  yea,  her  virgins  are  afflicted,  and  she  is  in  bitterness.  Is 
it  nothing  to  all  ye  that  pass  by?  Behold  and  see  if  there  be  any  sorrow  that  is 
like  unto  my  sorrow. 

Now  behold  O  Lord,  look  Thou  on  my  affliction :  See  the  foe  hath  magnified 
himself. 

Jerusalem,  O  turn  thee  to  the  Lord  thy  God. 


PART  II. 


PART  SONG  —  Good  morrow,  .  .. 

BARI1  ONE  SOLO  —  O  Loving  Heart. 

ADVENT  HYMN  —  For  Soprano  Solo  and  Chorus, 


In  lowly  guise  thy  King  appeareth, 

With  meekness  clad  thy  gates  he  neareth  ; 
Jerusalem,  Hosanna  sing: 

Meet  Him  with  palms,  glad  honor  doing  ; 

With  leafy  boughs  the  path  bestrewing ; 

So  shalt  thou  welcome  duly  bring. 

O  King  indeed,  though  no  man  hail  Thee  ! 

O  leader  true,  though  armies  fail  Thee  ! 

O  Prince  of  Peace,  supreme  in  might ! 

The  lords  of  earth  would  fain  defeat  Thee, 

When  Thou  would’st  in  Thy  kingdom  seat  Thee, 
Yet  Thou  to  conquer  need’st  not  fight. 

Thy  realm  is  not  of  this  world  counted  ; 

Yet,  all  the  realms  of  earth  surmounted, 

Thine  only  shall  have  lasting  sway. 

Thy  servants  faithful  tidings  bearing, 

Go  through  the  world,  and  peace  declaring 
To  all  mankind,  prepare  thy  way. 

When  Thou  the  stormy  sea  art  crossing, 

Down  sink  the  waves  that  high  were  tossing, 

The  wind  is  hushed,  rebuked  by  Thee. 

Thou  comest,  tho’  thine  own  forsake  Thee, 

That  all  may  for  their  Saviour  take  Thee, 

That  sin  and  death  may  fettered  be. 

Thou  Lord  of  grace  and  truth  unfailing, 

O  come  to  us,  Thy  glory  veiling 

Once  more,  and  calm  our  troubled  life  ! 
Need  is  there  for  Thyself,  returning, 

To  bid  mankind  Thy  peace  be  learning 
While  yet  the  world  is  full  of  strife. 

O  may  Thy  light  with  us  be  dwelling, 

Our  darkness  every  where  dispelling, 

And  quenching  strife  when  e’er  it  come  ; 
That  all  of  high  estate  or  lowly, 

Made  one  within  their  Father’s  home 
May  live  as  brethren  true  and  holy. 


E.  Whiting. 
Gottschalk. 

Schumann. 
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The  Foster  Club  Concert,.  Tlip  second  concert 
of  the  ninth  season  was  given  at  Mechanics’  Hall 
last  evening  to  a  crowded  and  enthusiastic  house. 
The  chief  interest  was  in  the  presentation  of  three 
vocal  works  never  before  heard  in  this  city: 
a  sacred  cantata,  “God,  thou  art  great,”  for  solo 
and  chorus,  by  Spohr;  “Gallia,”  a  sacred  motet 
with  soprano  solo,  by  Gounod,  and  “Advent 
Hymn”  by  Schumann,  also  with  soprano  solo, 
The  Schumann  was  ambitious  as  a  performance, 
and  showed  more  of  the  weakness,  as  well  as  the 
strength  of  the  club,  than  the  other  choral  works, 
but  it  would  be  an  ungracious  task  for 
any  of  our  choral  societies  to  attempt;  it 
is  more  scholarly  than  melodic,  the  occasional 
oases  of  beauty  making  the  general  dryness  more 
trying.  It  belongs,  we  think,  to  Schumann’s  later 
and  less  pleasing  period  of  composition.  “Gallia,5 ’ 
written  for  the  International  Exhibition  of  1871, 
proved  extremely  interesting ;  written  of  France, 
its  lamentation  is  yet  of  world-wide  application, 
expressing  with  equal  fitness  the  sorrow  and  pain 
of  a  single  soul  or  of  a  nation.  Mrs.  Knowles 
sang  the  soprano  solo  with  sweetness  and  power 
as  well  as  pathos.  One  or  two  of  the  choruses 
were  not  quite  up  to  the  standard  of  excellence 
assigned  by  the  Foster  Club  themselves,  but  as  a 
whole  were  rendered  with  intelligence  and  spirit. 
The  Spohr  cantata  we  ought  to  have  repeated  at 
an  early  opportunity.  It  is  vigorous  and  full  of 
variety,  of  marked  melodic,  beauty  and  sugges¬ 
tions,  of  fuller  harmonies  that  ask  an  orchestra. 
The  gem  of  the  cantata  was  the  duet  for 
tenor  and  alto  (Mr.  Winch  and  Mrs. 
Morse)  “Children,  pray  this  love  to  cher¬ 
ish.”  .  The  chorus  following,  “Walk,  ye  hun¬ 
dred  thousands”  has  a  fascinating  rhythm,  the 
staccato  effects  were  given  with  great  clearness 
and  precision.  The  soprano  number,  “Then  earth 
waft  sweet  incense,”  has  a  graceful  flowing  melo¬ 
dy  in  fine  contrast  to  the  spirited  opening  and 
closing  choruses,  “God,  thou  art  great,”  the  last 
with  a  fugue  which  was  well  delivered. 

Of  the  part  songs,  “A  Dream  of  Calm”  by  Leslie 
hardly  deserved  its  place  on  the  programme  or 
the  pains  taken  in  giving  it.  “Good  Morrow,”  by 
Mr. Whiting,  the  leader  of  the  club,  was  extremely 
pleasing,  meriting  and  receiving  a  hearty  encore. 
The  male  voices  appeared  to  especial  advantage 
in  this  pretty  part  song,  which  has  especial  fitness 
to  display  the  merits  of  the  Foster  Club,  and  truly 
there  is  fine  material  to  work  with,  noticeably 
among  the  soprano  numbers.  Mr.  Winch  gave 
with  great  acceptance  the  charming  German  song 
by  Jensen,  “Klinge,  klinge  mein  Pauden,” 
and  “Murmeludes  Liiftehen,  Bluthenwind,”  re¬ 
peating  the  latter  for  an  encore.  Gottschalk’s 
“O  Loving  Heart,”  sung  by  Dr.  Bullard,  is  some 
what  hackneyed,  but  one  scarcely  finds  fault  with 
a  song  so  well  and  agreeably  sung.  As  a  whole 
the  concert  was  both  interesting  and  profitable 
from  an  aesthetic  point  of  view;  for  we  owe  hearty 
thanks  to  a  club  and  a  leader  who  give  us  the 
chance  to  hear  absolutely  fresh  work  that  the 
other  societies  are  not  likely  to  give.  That  it  was 
less  brilliant  than  some  that  have  preceded  it  de¬ 
tracts  nothing  from  the  real  merit  of  the  Foster 
Club  and  its  faithful  leader,  Mr.  Whiting. 


THE  FOSTER  CLUB  CONCERT. 

The  second  concert  of  the  ninth  season  of  the 
Foster  Club  was  given  in  the  Mechanics’  Hall  last 
evening.  Following  out  the  aim  which  the  club  has 
always  had  in  view— that  of  presenting  works  not 
likely  to  be  given  by  other  vocal  societies— three 
works  new  to  Boston  wore  given.  The  first  of  them 
was  Spohr’s  “God,  Thou  Mt  Great,”  a  sacred  ean- 
tat'a,  which  has  had  quite  a  popularity  in  England. 
The  principal  choral  parts  are  two  choruses,  “God, 
Thou  art  Great,”  which  open  and  close  the  cantata. 
The  second  number,  “Thou  Earth,  Waft  Sweet 
Incense,”  is  for  soprano  solo  and  cliorus. 
The  feature  of  the  work  is  a  duet  for  tenor  and  alto, 
“Children  Pray  this  Love  to  Cherish.”  The  other 
number  is  a  quartet  and  chorus,  “Walk  Ye  Hun¬ 
dred  Thousands,”  in  which  the  accompaniment  by 
staccato  effects  becomes  very  expressive.  The 
choruses  are  peculiarly  sweet  as  well  as  strong  and 
dignified,  the  last  one  ending  in  a  fugue.  The 
peculiarities  of  Spohr’s  style  are  also  his  excel-  1 
lences,  and  this  work,  though  not  as  great  as  some 
j  of  his  others,  is  still  full  of  a  very  smooth  and 
flowing  vein  of  sweet  melody  and  pure  and  effec¬ 
tive  harmony.  The  second  novelty  was  Gounod’s 
“Gallia,”  a  motett  for  soprano  solo  and 
chorus.  It  was  written  for  the  international 
exhibition  of  1871;  and  the  Latin  of  the  original 
finds  a  very  good  translation  and  adaptation  in 
words  of  lamentation  from  Scripture.  While  the 
direct  allusion  is  to  tile  home  of  the  composer, 
the  music  has  an  application  that  would  fit  it  for 
ecclesiastical  use  quite  generally.  The  first  three 
choruses,  “Solitary  Lieth  the  City,”  “Zion’s  Ways 
Do. Languish,”  and  “Now,  Behold,  O  Lord,”  atfe 
all  in  the  mournful  tone  of  lamenting  and  sup¬ 
plication;  but  the  solos  and  chorus  that  end  it, 

“  Jerusalem,  O  Turn  Thee  to  the  Lord  Thy  God,” 

.  are  full  of  the  strong  and  "vigorous  joy  which 
Gounod  is  so  well  calculated,  by  liis  style,  to  por-  ; 
ti  ay,  especially  as  a  counterpart  and  a  climax 
what  had  preceded.  In  many  respects  this  was  the*, 
most  attractive  vocal  work  of  the  three.  The  third 
was  Schumann’s  “Advent  Hymn.”  It  is  safe  to  de¬ 
fer  judgment  on  Schumann  till  after  a  second  hear¬ 
ing  of  him,  so  often  does  he  neglect  the  opportuni- 
ies  for  effective  scoring  for  some  dig- 
p] ay  of  erudition  which  has  no  sympathetic  inter¬ 
est.  There  were  two  or  three  "places  where  lu£ 
seemed  to  break  out  into  melodious  and  rather 
refreshing  relief,  but  the  general  tone  of  the  work,* 
as  heard  last  night,  was  exceedingly  dry  and  unin-  ’ 
teresting.  The  solos  in  these  several  works  weref| 
iven  by  Mrs.  Howard  and  Mrs.  Knowles,  Miss 
lorse,  Mr.  W.  J.  Winch  and  Dr.  Bullard.  The 
other  choral  numbers  of  the  evening  were  Leslie’s 
part-song,  “A  Dream  of  Calm,”  and  Mr.  G.  E. 
Whiting’s  “Good  Morrow.”  Mr.  Whiting’s  part- 
song  was  repeated  by  general  request;  and  it  cer¬ 
tainly  deserved  it.  ”  The  Leslie  song  was  rather 
overdrawn.  For  solos,  Mr.  Winch  sang 
Jensen’s  “  Klinge,  Klinge,  mein  Paftdero,”  and  , 
“  Murmeindes  Lueftchen  Bluethenwind;”  and  I>r. 
Bullard  gave  Gottschalk’s  “O  Loving  Heart.” 
The  concert  was  not  the  most  interesting  that  the 
Club  has  offered,  but  it  certainly  deserves  credit 
for  the  principle  on  which  it  was  given,  that  of 
producing  new  works.  Mr.  Whiting  officiated- as 
pianist  and  conductor.  Kett-  Tv  *-•  I ®,  *  'f't 


- - 

THE  CO.,*,  BT  B\r  THE  POSlEIi  CLtTJJ. 

The  Foster  club  g;avc  the  second  concert  o' 
j  Bin tb  reason  in  Mechanics’  hall  <  Wertnc. 
i  evening.  The  following  progvaro.ue  was  p 
j  seated -q 

!  Cantata— Cod,  thou  art  great  1  Op.  OS _ _ _ Spoil 

Solos  by  Mrs.  Howard,  Miss  Morse  end  Mr.  VV.  «.*. 

Winch-. 

Songs— o.,  “Kline;ev  Klinge,  tm  Fan- 

•  devo.”  Op. 21,  No.  1...  . Jensen 

!>.  “Murnelnd.es  Liiftche  Blu- 

thenwind.”  Op.  21,  No.  4 . Jensen 

W.  J.  Winch. 

Part  Song— “A  Dream  of  Color” . Leslie 

Motett— Gallia . . Gounod 

Solos  by  Mrs.  Knowles. 

Part  Song— “Good  Morning” . G.  E.  Whiting 

Song— “O  loving  heart”- . Gottschalk 

Dr.  Bullard. 

Hymn— Advent,  op.  71.. . Schumann 

Solos  by  Mrs.  Howard, 

All  of  the  choral  matter  sung  was,  in  accordance 
with  the  spirit  which  has  always  influenced  the 
gentlemen  who  furnish  the  means  necessary  for 
the  maintenance  of  the  organization,  performed 
for  the  first  time  In  Boston.  The  three  larger 
works — the  cantata,  the  motett  and  the  hymn— 
were  each  shorter  and  lighter  than  most  of  the 
compositions  for  solos  and  chorus  which  the  club 
had  previously  sung  to  its  guests.  Spohr’s  can¬ 
tata  proved  to  be  a  melodious  piece  of  writing, 
rat;  ei  sugary  ou  the  whole,  and  without  great 
depth  of  thought.  But  since  sugar  is  declavecl  by 
the  -physiologists  as  of  positive  value  in  the  econo¬ 
my  of  nutrition,  a  little  of  it  in  music,  even 
though  it  be  music  of  an  ecclesiastical  nature,  is 
not  to  be  despised.  The  duet,  “Children,  prsty  for 
this  Jove  to  cherish,”  has  a  strong  flavor  ot  Haydn, 
which  is  not  a  fault,  surely.  Spohr’s  choral  w'orks 
have  always  possessed  especial  claims  for  choirs— 
though  tlieir  supremacy  has  of  late  been  disputed 
by  the  productions  of  later  writers— chiefly  in 
consequence  of  their  thoroughly  vocal  character. 
His  excessive  use  of  chromatic  modulation  has 
been  set  down  as  a  fault  by  some  writers,  but  wo 
think  this  must  have  been  before  Schumann  or 
other  composers  of  the  modern  school  had 
become  widely  known.  Certainly,  compared 
with  some  of  these  latter  Spohr  is  moderation 
itself.  Gounod’s  “Gallia,”  written  for  the  Lon¬ 
don  international  exhibition  of  1871,  is  a  lament 
tor  crushed  and  broken  France.  Of  course  the 
tenor  of  the  work  is  mournful,  almost  despairing. 
/The  concluding  chorus,  “Oh,  turn  tliee  to  the 
Lord  thy  God,”  has  some  hopeful  gleams  in  it. 
Like  nine-tenths  of  the  pieces  cV occasion,  it  adds 
nothing  to  the  author’s  fame,  though  if  that  tame 
had  been  less  the  hearers’  expectations  would 
have  been  less  and  the  result  more  satisfactory. 
Schumann’s  “Advent  Hymn”  is  the  first  of  his 
compositions  which  have  a  religious  character.  It 
describes  Christ’s  entry  into  Jerusalem  more  in 
the  reflective  than  narrative  style,  greeting  him  as 
King  and  Lord,  and  closing  with  a  prayer, 
“Oh,  mav  thy  light  with  us  be  dwelling.” 
The  work  has  less  mysticism  than  is 
met  with  in  works  produced  at  a  later  period,  For 
8  chum  a  nn  it  is  reasonably  clear  andjfree  from  the 
charge  of  ambiguity.  The  part-songs  were  each 
cheerful  and  agreeable.  That  by  Mr.  Whiting 
made  a  marked  impression,  and  its  repetition  wras 
demanded.  The  songs  by  Jansen  were  very  beau¬ 
tiful,  especially  tbeys’econd,  which  had  a  delicate 
arpeggio  accompaniment,  adding  greatly  to  its 
effect.  Mr.  Winch  sang  three  songs  charmingly, 
and  was  obliged  to  repeat  the  second.  The  per¬ 
formance,  which  was  under  the  direction  of  Mr. 
Georp-c  E.  Whiting,  maintained  the  good  reputa¬ 
tion  which  the  club  has  always  enjoyed.  The  dis¬ 
proportion  of  numbers  between  tenors  and  basses 
w  as  gallantly  overcome  by  increased  vigor  outlie 
part  of  the  former. _ 


THE"  FOSTER  CLUB  CONCERT. 

The  Foster  Club  gave  the  second  concert  of  its 
ninth  season  in  Mechanics’  Hall,  Wednesday  evening. 
Three  new  choral  works  were  produced :  Spohr’s  can¬ 
tata  God,  Thou  art  Great!  Gounod’s  Gallie,  and  Schu- 
man’s  Advent  Hymn.  The  cantata  was  the  most  pleas¬ 
ing.  Spohr’s  clear  melodic  forms  always  enchain  the 
ear  despite  his  successive  chromatic  modulations  of 
which  so  much  has  been  said.  Gounod’s  motett,  being 
a  lament  for  France,  beaten  and  bleeding,  was  some¬ 
what  depressing,  until  the  final  chorus  Turn  to  the 
Lord  was  reached.  Schuman’s  hymn  depicts,  in  the 
reflective  manner,  Christ’s  entry  into  Jerusalem.  A 
single  hearing  of  any  of  Schuman’s  choral  composi¬ 
tions  is  hardly  sufficient  to  give  one  a  clear  idea  of  its 
nature.  It  may  be  said  of  this,  in  brief,  that  it  is  far 
less  vague  than  other  works  of  its  class  which  have 
been  heard  here.  Two  part  songs  were  sung:  A 
Dream,  of  Color,  by  Leslie,  a  fine  example  of  its  sort; 
and  Good  Morning,  by  Mr.  Whiting,  a  clever  piece  of 
work,  and  especially  effective  in  the  passages  where 
the  male  voices  were  prominent.  Mr,  Winch  sang,  in 
German,  two  beautiful  songs  by  Jensen,  very  finely. 
Dr.  Bullard  also  made  a  good  impression  in  Gotts- 
chalk’s  A  Loving  Heart.  The  other  soloists  of  the 
evening  were  Mrs.  Howard,  Mrs.  Knowles  and  Miss 
Morse.  The  concert  was  under  the  direction  of  Mr. 
Whiting.  The  performances  were  creditable  as  usual, 
though  the  choir  was  less  evenly  balanced  than  in 
former  concerts.  The  tenors,  seemingly  aware  of  their 
deficiency  in  numbers,  made  ample  atonement  by  in¬ 
creased  volume  of  tone.  * 


Concert  bt  the  Foster  Club.  This  organization  gave  i 
an  interesting  concert,  under  the  direction  of  its  able  con¬ 
ductor, Mr.  George  E.  Whiting.at  Mechanics  Hall  last  evening,  < 
pi esenting,  in  accordance  with  Us  invariable  custom,  a  list  j 
of  fresh  selections.  The  numbers  in  which  the  chorus  took 
part  comprised  five  compositions  entirely  fresh  to  Boston  - 
ears,  viz. :  “  God,  'thou  art  Great,”  a  sacred  cantata  for  so¬ 
los  and  chorus,  by  Snohr;  “A.  dream  of  calm,”  part  song, 
by  Leslie;  “Gallia,”  a  motett  for  sopraro  solo  and  chorus, 
by  Gounod;  “Good  morrow,”  part  song,  by  G.  E.  Whiting, 
and  Schumann’s  “Advent  Hymn.”  Spohr’s  cantata  is  not 
an  inspiring  work,  but  it  was  well  given,  and  the  perform¬ 
ance  was  thus  rendered  at  least  interesting.  Some  of  it-* 
best  music  is  given  to  the  soprano  soloist,  and  this  was  ad¬ 
mirably  sung  by  Mrs.  Julia  Foster  Howard.  The  other  so¬ 
loists,  Miss  Esther  Morse,  alto,  and  Mr.  W.  J.  Winch,  tenor, 
also  did  justice  to  their  respective  tasks,  which  were  chieflv 
in  a  rather  tedious  duet.  The  choruses  are  the  work  of  a 
master  musician,  hut  lack  the  qualities  which  awaken  the 
enthusiasm  of  the  listener.  Gounod’s  motett,  which 
was  written  for  the  opening  of  the  In¬ 
ternational  Exposition  vo  Pads  six  years  ago, 
made  a  more  favorable  impression.  While  containing  few 
of  the  marked  characteristics'  of  the  composer  as  we  find 
them  manifested  in  his  secular,  and  in  some  of  his  sacred 
compositions,  the  pm  sic  is  written  in  a  free  and  graceful,  yet 
truly  devotional  style.  The  soprano  solo  was  finely  ren¬ 
dered  by  Wig,  H.  F,  Knowles,  i'tie  part  song  by  Leslie  was 
hot  particularly  pleasing,  but  Mr.  Whiting’s  “Good  morrow” 
was  very  charming,  and  fully  merited  the  demand  for  its 
repetition.  The  Advent  Hymn  by  Schumann  was  one  of  the 
most  trying  pieces  upon  the  programme,  but  the  chorus  did 
its  woi'k  bravely  as  did  also  the  chief  soloist,  Mrs.  Howard. 
The  best  of  its  music  is  given  to  the  chorus.  Mr.  Winch 
sang  two  Cerman  songs  bv  Jensen  with  fine  effect,  and  one 
of  them,  “ Murrnelntfes  Lvftchen,  hlulhenwind ,”  was  de¬ 
manded  a  second  time.  Dr.  E.  C.  Buliard  also  sang  a 
baritone  sole,  “0  loving  heart,  trust  on,”  by  Gottschalk, 
very  acceptably. 
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